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mi MARf A HEREDIA. 



INMORTALIDAD. 

CuANDo en el eter fiiljido y sereno, 
Arden los astros por la noche nmbria, 
El pecho de feliz melancolia 

Y confuso pavor sientese lleno. 
Ay I jiraran cuando en el seno 
Duerma yo inmoyil de la tumba fiia ! 
Entre el orgnllo y la flaqaeza mia, 
Con ansia iniitil suspirando peno. 
Pero, qne digo ? — irrevocable suerte 
Tambien los astros a morir destina, 

Y yeran por la edad sn Inz nublada. 
Mas superior al tiempo y a la maerte 
Mi alma, ver^ del mnndo la mina 

A la fatura eternidad ligada. 



mi MARIA HEREBIA. 



IMMORTALITY. 

When in the calm and radiant etiier. 
The stars born in the ombrageoos night, 
A tender gloom inspires their tranquil light. 
And a strange honw makes the sool to shndder. 
Alas I they will revolve, when this frail f<nrm. 
Shall sleep in the oold gravels etenial gloom; 
And yainly sighing o^er n^ oeriain doom, 
Twixt pride and frailty I can bnt monnt 
Tet wherefore? — since irrevocable fate 
Has destined e'en the stars of heaven to death, 
And with the roUing years wiil pale their light. 
Bnt bafling time and death, with joy elate. 
My sool will see the rnin of the earth, 
Happy in an eteniity's delight. 



J0S6 UAXU HBBSDU. 



LA ESTACION DB LOS NORTES. 

TiiMPLASE ja del fatigoso estio 
El fnego abrasador : del yerto polo 
Del Septentrion los vientos sacadidos, 
Envneltos corren entre niebla oscura, 
T 4 Cuba llbran de la fiebre impura. 

Bnge profando el mar, hinehado el seno, 

Y en golpe azotador Mere las plajas : 
Sua alas balia Zefiro en firescura, 

Y yaporoso transparente velo 
EnvaeWe al sol j al rutilante delo. 

Salud, felices dias 1 A la mnerte 
La ara sangrienta derribais qne Mayo 
Entre flores alz6 : la acompafiaba 
Con amarllla faz la fiebre impia, 

Y con triste folgor resplandecia. 

Ambas yeian con adnsta frente 
De las templadas zonas a los hijos 
Bajo este cielo ardiente j abrasado : 
Con SOS palidos cetros los tocaban, . 

Y a la hnesa fatal los despeftaban. 
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JOb£ HABIa. HBB3D>U. 



THE SEASON OF THE NORTHERS. 

The weary summer's all-consuming heat 
Is tempered now; for from the frozen pole, 
The freed north winds come fiercely rushing forth, 
Wrapt in theur mantles, misty, dim and frt>re. 
While the foul fever flies from Cuba's shore. 

Deep roars the ocean, heaving high his breast, 
And smites the beach with long resounding blows; 
Zephyr his wings in dewy freshness bathes, 
And floating vapors veil transparently 
The glowing sun and the resplendent sky. 

Hail, happy days I whose healing might overthrows 
The bloody shrine which May, amid her flowers 
Built up to death, while close beside her stood 
Attendant Fever, ghastly pale and fierce, 
A gleaming form, clothed on with Nature's curse. 

With threatening eyes the kindred spirits saw 

The white-browed sons of milder regions move 

Beneath the terrors of this tropic sky; 

They saw, they touched them with the fatal rod,«- 

Their frames are dust, their souls are with their God. 
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JOSk HARf A HERKDIA. 

Mas su imperio j&no : del Norte el viento, 
Parlficando el aire emponzofiado, 
Tiende sus alas hilmedas j frias^ 
Por naestros campos resonando ynela, 

Y del rigor de Agosto los consuela. 

Hoy en los climas de la triste Europa 
Del Aquilon el soplo enfurecido 
Su vida 7 sa verdor quita a los campos, 
Cubre jde nieve la desnuda tierra, 
T al hombre yerto en su mansion encierra. 

Todo es muerte y dolor : en Cuba empero 
Todo es vida y placer : Febo sonrie 
Mas templado entre nubes transparentes, 
Da nnevo lustre al bosqae y la pradera, 

Y los anlma en doble primavera. 

Patria dichosa I tii, favorecida 
Con el mirar mas grato y la sonrisa 
De la divinidad ! No de tos campos 
Me arrebate otra vez el hado fiero. 
Lilzcame jay I en ta cielo el sol postrero. 

I Oh I con cnanto placer, amada mia, 
Sobre el modesto techo que nos cnbre 
Ca^r oimos la tranquila lluvia, 

Y ^scuchamos del viento los silvidos^ 

Y del distante Oceano los bramidos I 
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• JO0£ xabIa. hsbvdu. 

Bnt their fell reign is o'er; the northern wind 
Driving the nozions poisons from the air, 
Spreads its broad wings above ns, moist and cool, 
And echoing sweeps npon its blessed way, 
Bringing ns rest from Angnst's soltrj day. 

O'er the far fields of Europe's gloomy land 
Rushes in wrath untamed the selfsame blast, 
Spoiling the earth of verdure and of life, 
Whelming the wreck beneath a snowy tomb. 
While man lies shivering in his frozen home. 

There all is death and grief; but Cuba now 
Smiles with new life and joy; the beaming sun, 
His glories softened by translucent clouds, 
Lends a new lustre to the grove and plain. 
And wakes them all to joyous spring again. 

My happy land I thou favored laud of Ood, 
Where rest his mildest looks, his kindliest smQes, 
O, never more from thy beloved soil 
May cruel fortune tear me; but be thine 
The latest light that on these eyes shall shine 

How sweet, dear love, to listen to the rain 
That patters softly on our humble home; 
To hear the wild winds whistling o'er the plain, 
And the deep booming of the ocean's roar. 

Where shattering surges lash the distant shorel 
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30Bk MMstk mamuL 

Junto i ti recMnado en nra^lle asiento. 
En tos rodillas pnlsar^ mi lira, 
Y cantare feliz mi amor, mi patria, 
De tn rostro J de tn alma la hennosora, 
T tn amor inefable j mi yenttura. 



NIAGARA. 

Tehplad mi lira, dadmela, que siento 
En mi alma estremecida y agitada 
Arder la inspiracion. [Oh 1 (caanto tiempo 
En timeblas paso, E^n que mi frente 
Brillase con sn ka t NUgara nndoso, 
Ta sublime U/nar solo podria 
Tornaime el don divino, que msaliada 
Me rob6 del dolor la mano impia. 

Torr^nto prodigiofiOi, ealma, calla 
Tn tnitiBM> aterrador : disipa on tanto 
Las tinieblas que en tomo te circondan, 
Dejame ccmtemplor tn fas serena, 
T de entttsiasmo ardiente mi alma llena. 
Yo digno soj de contemplarte : siempre 
Lo comnn j mezqnino desdefiando, 
Ansi^ por lo terrifico 7 sublime. 
Al despefiarse el huracan furioso, 
Al retumbar sobre mi frente el rayo, 

Palpitando gozd : vi al Oceano 
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JOei ILiBfA BSBKI«A« 

Here, bj thy side, on softest coack rediixed, 
My throblBg lyre shall rest npon thy knees, 
And my glad heart shall sing the boundless peace 
Of thy fair soul, the light of thy dear face^ 
My happy lot, and Ood's surpassing grace. > 



NIAGARA. 



My lyrel give me my lyre I my bosom feels 
The glow of inspiratioQ. O, how loi^ 
Have I been left m darkness, since this light 
Last Tisited my brow I Niagara! 
Thou with thy mshing waters dost restore 
The heavenly gift that eonow took away. 

Tremendous torrent! for an instant hash 

The terrors of thy voice, and oast aside 

Those wide-involving shadows, that my eyes 

May see the fearful beauty of thy &ce! 

I am not aU unworthy of thy sight, 

For from my very boyhood have I loved, 

Shunning the meaner track of common minds, 

To look on Nature in her loftier moods. 

At the fierce rushing of the hurricane, 

At the near bursting of the thunderbolt, 

I have been touched with joy; and when the sea 
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JOSk MABf A HSREDU. 

Azotado por austro proceloso, 

Combatir ml bajel, j ante mis plantas 

Vortice hirviente abrir, y ame el peligro. 

Mas del mar la fiereza 

En mi alma iio prodajo 

La profunda impresion que tu grandeza. 

Sereno corres, majestoso ; y laego 
En asperos penascos quebrantado, 
Te abalanzas yiolento, arrebatado, 
Como el destino irresistible y ciego. 
^Que Yoz hnmana describir podria 
De la sirte ragiente 
La aterradora faz ? En alma mia 
En yago pensamiento se confunde 
Al mirar esa f^rvida corriente, 
Qae en yano qaiere la tarbada yista 
En su yuelo seguir al borde oscuro 
Del precipieio altisimo : mil olas, 
Caal pensamiento rapidas pasando, 
Choean y se enfurecen, 

Y otras mil y otras mil ya las aleanzan, 

Y entre espuma y fragor desaparecen. 

Yed ! Uegan, saltan I El abismo horrendo 
Deyora los torrentes despenados : 
Crilzanse en ^1 mil iris, y asordados 
Yuelyen los bosques el fragor tremendo. 
En las rigidas peiias 
Rompese el agua : yaporosa nabe 
Con elastica fuerza 
Llena el abismo en torbellino, sabe, 
Gira en torno, y al eter 
Luminosa pirdmide leyanta, 

Y por sobre los montes que le eercan 
Al solitario cazador espanta. 
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JOdb KAXU WSBMDUJ 

Lashed by the wind hath rocked my bark, and showed 

Its yawning caves beneath me, I have loved 

Its dangers and the wrath of elements. 

Bat never yet the madness of the sea 

Hath moved me as thy grandeur moves me now. 

Thoa flowest on in qoiet, till thy waves 
Grow broken 'midst the rocks; thy current then 
Shoots onward like the irresistible course 
Of Destiny. Ah, terribly they rage, — 
The hoarse and rapid whirlpools there I My brain 
Grows wild, my senses wander, as I gaze 
Upon the hurrying waters, and my sight, 
Yainly would follow, as toward the verge 
Sweeps the wide torrent. Waves innumerable 
Meet there and madden, — ^waves innumerable 
Urge on and overtake the waves before, 
And disappear in thunder and in foam. 

They reach, they leap the barrier, — ^the abyss 

Swallows insatiable the sinking waves. 

A thousand rainbows arch them, and woods 

Are deafened with the roar. The violent shock 

Shatters to vapor the descending sheets. 

A cloudy whirlwind fills the gulf, and heaves 

The mighty pyramid of circting mist 

To heaven. The solitary hunterTiear 

Pauses with terror in the forest shades. 
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jovk mabIa hbbk>ia. 

Mm iqai en ti basca mi anhelante vista 
Con iniitil af«La ? ^Por qo^ no miro 
Al rededor de tu cayeraa inmensa 1 

Las palmas { ay I las palmas deliciosas, * 

Que en las Uanuras de mi ardiente patria 
Naeea del sol a la sonrisa, y crecen, 
T al soplo de las brisas del Oeeano, 
Bajo on cielo pnrisimo 6& meoen ? 

Este recuerdo a mi pesar me viene. 
Nada \6h Niagara 1 falta a ta destlno, 
Ni otra corona qae el agreste pino 
A tn ternble majestad conviene. 
La palma, y mirto, y delicada rosa, 
Maelle placer inspiren y ocio blando 
En frivolo jardin : & ti la suerte 
Gnardo mas digno objeto, mas sublime. 
El alma libre, generosa, fuerte, 
Viene, te v6, se asombra, 
El mesqaino deleite menosprecia, 

Y aon se siente elevar co&ndo te nombra. 

Omnipotente Dios I En otros climas 
Yi monstruos ezecrables, 
Blasfemando tu nombre sacrosanto, 
Sembrar error y fanatismo impio, 
Los campos inondar en sangre y Uanto, 
De hermanos atisar la infanda gnerra, 

Y desolar freneticos la tierra. 
Vilos, y el pecho se inflamo a su vista 
En grave indignacion. For otra parte 
Yi mentidos fil^sofos, que osabaa 
Escrntar tns misterios, ultr^jarte, 

Y de impiedad al lamentable abismo 
A los miseros hombres arrastraban. 
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JOSi KARfA HXBBDIA. 

What seeks my restless eye? Why are not here, 
Abont the jaws of this abyss, the pahns, — 
Ah, the delicious palms, — ^that on the plains 
Of my own native Cuba spring and spread 
Their thickly foliaged summits to the snn, 
And, in the breathings of the ocean air, 
Wave soft beneath the heaven's unspotted blue? 

• 

But no, Niagara, — ^thy forest pines 
Are fitter coronal for thee. The palm, 
The effeminate myrtle, and frail rose may grow 
In gardens, and give out their fragrance there, 
Unmanning him who breathes it. Thine it is 
To do a nobler office. Generous minds 
Behold thee, and are moved, and learn to rise 
Aboive earth's frivolous pleasures; they partake 
Thy grandeur, at the utterance of thy name. 

Qod of aU truth I in other lands I've seen 

Lying philosophers, blaspheming men, 

Questioners of thy mysteries, that draw 

Their fellows deep into impiety; 

And therefore doth my spirit seek thy face 

In earth's majestic solitudes. Even here 

Hy heart doth open all itself to thee. 

In this immensity of loneliness, 

I fed thy hand upon me. To my ear 
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For eso te busco ml deixl mente 
En la sublime soledad : abora 
Eutera se abre a ti ; tii mauo siente 
En esta inmensidad que me circunda, 

Y tu profunda voz hiere mi seno 
De este raudal eu el eteruo troeno. 

Asombroso torrente ! 
\ Como tn vista el duimo enagena, 

Y de terror y admiracion me Uena I 
lD6 tu ori'gen esta ? iQuien fertiliza 
For tantos siglos tu inexhausta fuente ? 
^Que poderoda mano 

Hace que al recibirte 

No rebose en la tierra el Oceano ? 

Abrio el Sefior su mano omnipotente ; 
Cubrio tu faz de nubes agitadas, 
Dio su voz a tus aguas despefiadas, 

Y orno con su arco tu terrible frente. 
Ciego, profundo, infatigable corres, 
Como el torrente oscuro de los siglos 
En insondable eternidad I Al hombre 
Huyen asi las ilusioues gratas, 

Los florecientes dias, 

Y despierta al dolor ! j Ay! agostada 
Yace mi juventud, mi faz marchita^ 

Y la profunda pena que me agita 
Ruga mi frente de dolor nublada. 

Nunca tanto senti €omo este dia 
Mi soled ad y misero abandono 

Y lamentable desamor. ^Fodria 
En edad borrascosa 

Sin amor ser felis t | Oh ! {Si uaa lienBOsa 
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The eternal thunder of the cataract brings 
Thy voice, and I am hmnfoled 88 I hear. 

Dread torrent, that with wonder and with fear 
Dost overwhehn the seal of him that looks 
Upon thee, and dost bear it from itself,— 
Whence hast thon thy beginning? Who supplies, 
Age after age, thy miesdiausted springs? 
What power hath ordered, that, when all thy weight 
Descends into the deep, the swollen waves 
Bise not and roll to overwhelm the earth? 

The Lord has opened his omnipotent hand, 
Covered thy face with clouds, and given his voice 
To thy down-rushing waters; he hath girt 
Tbj terrible forehead with his radiant bow. 
I see thy never-restmg waters run, 
And I bethink me how the tide of time 
Sweeps to eternity. So pass of man — 
Pass, like a noonday dream — ^the blossoming days 
And he awakes to sorrow. I, thai 
Feel that my youth is withered, and my brow 
Ploughed early with the lines of grief and care. 

Never have I so deeply felt as now 

The hopeless solitude, the abandonment, 

The anguish of a loveless life. Alas I 

How can the imjHiMioned, tiie unfrozen heart 

Be hai^ withevt love? I would that one 
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JOSt MABfA HKREDLi. 

Mi carifio fijase, 

T de este abismo al borde tnrbolento 

Mi vago pensamiento 

Y ardiente admiracion acompanase ! 
I Como gozara, viendola cabrirse 
De leve palidez, j ser mas bella 

En su dulce terror, y sonreirse 

Al sostenerla mis amantes brazos. 

Delirios de virtud ! I Ay ! Desterrado, 

Sia patria, sin amores , 

Solo miro ante mi Uauto y dolores. 

Niagara poderoso ! 
Adios I adios I Dentro de pocos anos 
Ta deyorado habra la tomba fria 
A ta debil cantor. Daren mis versos 
Caal ta gloria inmortal 1 Paeda piadoso 
Viendote algun viagero, 
Dar an saspiro 4 la memoria mia 1 

Y al abismarse Febo en occidente, 
Feliz yo vaele do el Seftor me llama, 

Y al escachar los ecos de mi fama, 
Alee en las nabes la radiosa frente. 



A LA NOCHB. 

Beina la noche : con silencio grave 
Giran los saeflos en el aire vano : 

Candida, para, el silencioso llano 

Yiste la loha de sn laz stiave. 

Hora de pae ! Aqni, do a nadie miro 

12. 



JOfli MARf A HXBBDIA. 

Beantifol, worthy to be loved and joined 
In love with me, now shared my. lonely walk 
On this tremendoos brink. T were sweet to see 
Her sweet face touched with paleness, and become 
More beantifiQ from fear, and overspread 
With a faint smile while clinging to my side. 
Dreams,— dreams I I am an exile, and for me 
There is no country and there is no love. 

Hear, dread Niagara, my latest voice! 
Yet a few years, and the cold earth shall close 
Over* the bones of him who sings thee now 
Thus feelingly. Would that this, my humble verse, 
Might be, like thee, immortal! I, meanwhile, 
Cheerfully passing to the appointed rest. 
Might raise my radiant forehead in the clouds 
To listen to the echoes of my fame. 



ODE TO NIGHT. 



Night reigns, in silence deep around 
Dreams whirl through empty space. 

Clothing with her pure light the ground, 

The moon shows bright her face. 

Soft hour of peace; without a trace 
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JOBk Hlfif A HB&BDIA-. 

En esta combre alzado, 

Heme Sefior del mundo abandonado. 

iComo embelesa la qaietad angusta 
De la natura a la sensible alma 

Que oye su yoz, y en'deleitosa calma 
De esta mansion j sn sUencio gnsta I 
Grato silencioso, qne interrnmpe el rio 

Distante mnrmnrando, 

6 en las hojas el viento susurrando. 

Ya de la noche con el fresco ambiente 
Gira en languidas alas el reposo, 

Qne vela fiel bajo de cielo nmbroso, 
Y hnye la Inz del sol resplandeciente. 
Invisible con el misterioso 

En llano y monies yace 

El bello horror, que contristando place. 

\ Como en el alma estatica se imprime 
El delicioso y triste pensamiento I 

\ Como el cnadro feliz que admiro atento 
Es a par melanc61ico y sublime I 
Ah I an paz de la musica prefiero 

Al eco poderoso, 

Con que se anima el baile bullidoso. 

Alii, en salon soberbio, por do quiera 
Terso cristal duplica los semblantes : 



Of "Mba^j wfaere rise theee heights nphurl'd 
I sit abandoned of the world. 

How Nature's qoietade augast 
Delights the feeling mind. 

That heeds her voice, and learns to trast 
Its joys with her to find! 
Sweet silence! here I rest reclined 

With but the river's murmurings heard, 

Or leaves by gentle breezes stirr'd. 

Now its repose, on languid wings, 
Its freshness Night supplies, 

To shaded heaven-which faithfol dliigs, 
And blaze of daylight flies: 
Unseen by that mysterious lies 

On mount and plain, to please though sad, 

Still beauteous ev'n in horrors dad. 

How is the ecstatic soul iiApress'd 
With melancholy thought! 

The lovely picture here possessed 
Sublime with sadness fraught! 
How more its music to be sought, 

And peace, than all that may entaranoe 

The echoes of the noisy dance. 

Around the proud saloon reflect 
Each fiELce the mirrors there; 
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JOSk UABiA, HEBEDIA. 

De oro vestida j perlas y diamantes 
Hennosara gentil danza ligera, 

Y con SOS gracias y afectado hechizo, 
De mil adorados 

Lleva tras si los votos y loores. 

Admirable es aquesto I Yo alguu dia, 
De la simple ninez salido apdnas, 

En los bailes magnificos y cenas 
De mi amor al objeto perseguia ; 

Y atesore con migica ventura 
De la joven amada 

Un suspiro fdgaz, ana mirada. 

Mas ya por los pesares abatido, 

Y a langoidez y enfermedad ligado, 
Muy mas me place qae salon dorado 

Este llano en la noche oscurecidb ; 
A la brillante danza prefiriendo 

El meditar tranqoilo 

Bajo este cielo, en inocente asilo. 

Ah I Brillenme por siempre las estrellas 
En on cielo tan pnro como ahora, 

Y d la alta mano de mi ser autora, 

PuMame yo elevar, mirando a ellas. 

A ti, Dios de los cielos, en la noche 
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With diamonds, pearls, and gold bedfidk^d 

Light dance ^e gentle fair; 

And with their witching grace and air, 
O'er thousand lovers holding sway. 
Their vows and plaudits bear away. 

Lovely is that! I one day too, 
When childhood scarce above, 

Through halls and banquets would pursue 
The object of my love* 
And from the young beloved I strove, 

As magic treasure, to obtain 

A passing look, or smile to gain. 

But now by cares subdued, and bound 
By languor and disease, 

Than gilded halls, these plains around 
Me more the night hours please: 
To the gay dance preferring these. 

The calm asylum they supply, 

To meditate beneath this sky, 

Ot ever shine on me the 0tan^ 
In a cfoar heavett as nowt 

And afi my Maker that ay^S| 

There let me turn my brow. 

OI Qod of heaven, to Thee I bowi 
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JOS& MABfA HEREDTA. 

Alzo en hnmilde canto 

La dolorosa voz de mi quebranto. 

Te saludo tambien, amiga luna : 
Siempre tierno te ame, reina del cielo : 

Slempre fuiste mi hechizo, mi consuelo. 
En la adversa j la prospera fortuna. 
Tu sabes £uantas veces anhelando 

Gozar ta compania, 

Maldije el brillo del ardiente dia. 

Asentado tal vez 4 las orillas 
Del mar, cuyo cristal te retrataba. 

En cavilar dnlcisimo pasaba 
Las leves boras en que leda brillas ; 

Y recordando mi nnblada gloria 
Mir^ tu faz serena, 

r en tierno llanto desabogu^ mi pena, 

Mas ^qud canto suavisimo resuena 
Del inmediato bosque en la espesura ? 

Es tu Yoz, ruisefior, que de temura 
En dulce soledad mi pecho Uena. 
Siempre te am6, porque debiste al cielo 

Genio triste y sombrio 

Tierno y agreste, como el genio mio. 

Perezca el que a tu nido te arrebata, 

Y porque gimas gnsta de oprimirte : 
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JOSi MASfA HSBVDIA. 

And raise by night my humble stram, 
The Yoice of my consaming pain. 

Thee also, friendly Moonl I hail; 
I always loved thee dear: 

Thon, Qaeen of heaven I me ne'er didst fail. 
In fortunes fair or drear, 
To guide, to counsel, and to cheer: 

Thou knowest how oft, to enjoy thy ray, 

I chide the blaze and heat of day. 

Oft seated on the wide sea-shore, 
Whose waves reflected thee. 

To muse alone, thou smiUng o'er, 
I pass'd the night hours free; 
And 'midst my clouded hopes to see 

Thy face serene, I found relief, 

In sweet complaint to pour my griet 

« 

But, hark I what dulcet notes arise, 
The neighbouring woods among? 

Causing these tender thoughts and sighs 
My lonely breast to throng. 
Sweet Nightingale, it is thy song I 

I always loved thy wood-notes wild, 

Like me from sorrow ne'er beguiled. 

Perish whoe'er for thy soft note 

Seeks thee to oppress or take. 
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JOBk UASdA aSREDU. 

jPor qu^ no viene, como yo, d segmrte 
Del bosque espeso entte la sombra grata ? 
Salta libre y feliz de ramo en ramo, 

En tomo de tn nido^ 

Que a nadie quiero esclavo ni oprinudo. 

Noche, antigna deidad, qae el caos profiindo 
Prodajo antes al sol, y al sol postrero 

Has de sobrevivir, cuando severo 
El brazo del Seiior trastorne el mando ; 
6yeme : tii aeras midntras me dare 

Este soplo de yida, 

Gelebrada por mi, de mi qnerida. 

Antes del primer tiempo, sepidtada 
Del caos en el rortice yacias : 

Inspirada tal vez, ya preveias 
A tn beldad la gloria destinada ; 

Y ociosa, triste, en el sombroso velo 
Tu firente rebozabas, 

Y en el fnturo imperio meditabas. 

A la voz del Criador, del ocedno 
Keina saliste, el cetro lerantado, 

De estrelias coronada, desplegando 
El manto rico por el ^ter vano ; 

Y al mondo silencioso deleitaba 
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Why rather liot like me remote, 
Thee foUow through the brake^ 
Where these thick woods onr shelter make? 

Fly free and happy round thy nest; 

Enslaved I wish none, none oppressed. 

Night, ancient goddess I Chaos thee 
Produced before the sun; 

And the last sun 'tis thine to see 
When the world's course is run; 
And the Lord ¥niUs his work undone I 

Hear me, while this life's breath ki raisedi 

By me thou shalt be loved and praised. 

Before time was, in Chaos vast 
Thou laid perhaps nughtst view 

Thy coming beauties, as forecast 
Thy destined glories grew: 
Looking thy veil of shadows through 

With face obscured, to meditate 

Calm on thy future power and «tate. 

Thou camest, O QueenI from Ocean's bars 
At the Creator's voice, 

With sceptre raised, and crown'd with stan^ 

And mantle glittering choice; 

And bade the silent world rejoicOi 

16 



JOSi: ICABf A EXKSDIA, 

En ta frente severa 

De la alma lima la argentada esfera. 

I Cu^ntas altas verdades he aprendido 
En tu solemne horror, sublime Diosa ! 

En el silencio de la selva umbrosa 
I Cuantas inspiraciones te hd debido I 
^ ti miro al Criador, y arrebatado 

De fervoroso anhelo, 

Pulso mi lira, j me levanto al cielo. 

Salve, gran Diosa I en tu apacible seno 
Dejame consolar y recrearme : 

Tu balsamo feliz puede aliviarme 
El triste pecho de dolores Ueno. 
Noche, de los poetas y almas tiemas 

Dulce, piadosa amiga, 

En blanda paz convierte mi fatiga ! 



POESfA. ODA. 

Alma del nniyerso, Po^sia I 

Tu aliento vivifica, y semejante 

Al soplo abrasador de los desiertos, 

En su curso yeloz todo lo inflama. 
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To see through space thy brow serene 
Shine with the kind moon's silvery sphere. 

How many high truths have I learned 
Beneath thy solemn shade! 

What inspirations in me bnrn'd 
'Mid the wood's silence laid! 
In thee I saw sublime display'd 

The Almighty's power, and seized my lyre^ 

And fervid dared to Heaven aspire. 

Great Goddess, hail! in thy calm breast 
Let me soothe every care I 

Thy qeacefnl balm may give me rest 
From ills my heart that tear. 
Sweet pitying friend! to whom repair 

Poets and mourners for repose, 

O, Night! in soft peace end my woes. 



POESY. AN ODE. 



Soul of the universe, bright Poesy 1 

.Thy spirit vivifies, and, like the blast 

That's burning in the desert swiftly free^ 

In its course all inflames where it has past 
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Xak MABik WEXBXUL 

|Felis aqnel que la celeite Qsma 

Siente en sa coraaon I EUa le eleya 
Al bien, a la rirtod : ella ^ bu vista 

Hace que nan las confosas formas 
Del gozo por yenir : contra el torrente 

Del infortnnio barbaro le escnda, 
Haciendole habitar entre los seres 

De sn creacion : con alas encendidas 
Osada le arma, 7 ynela 

Al invisible mnndo, 
Y los misterios de sn horror profundo 
A los hombres atonitos revela. 

iSnblime inspiracion I |OhI cUantas hoiraB 
De inefable deleite 
Concediste benigna al pecho mio I 
En las brillantes noches del estio 

Grato es romper con la sonante prora. 
Largo rastro de loz tras si dejando, 

Del mar las ondas f^^rvidas j oscnras : 
Grato es trepar los montes elevados, 
6 a caballo volar por las llannras. 

Pero a mi ahna fogosa es mnj mas grato 
Dejarme arcebatar por tn torrente, 

Y omada en rayos la soberbia frente, 
Escuchar tns oraenlos divinos, 

Y repetirlos ; como en otro tiempo 



Happy the man who feels within his breast 

The fire celestial purely is possessed I 
For that to worth, to virtue elevates, 

And to his view makes smile the shadowy forma 
Ck)nfused of joys to come, and future fates: 

Of cruel fortune 'gainst the gathering storm 
It shields him, causing him to dwell among 

The beings of his own creation bright: 
It arms him daringly with wings of Hght, 

And to the world invisible along 
Bears him, to wondering mortals to unseal 
The mysteries which the horrid depths reveaL 

High inspiration! 0, what hours of joy, 
Deep and ineffable without alloy, 
Hast thou benign conceded to my breast! 
On summer nights, with brillant hues impressed, 

'T is sweet to break with sounding prow the wave 
Of the dark surging sea, which shows behind 

A lengthened streak of light the current gave. 
T is sweet to bound where lofty mountains wind,* 

Or on thy steed to scour along the plain 
But sweeter to my fiery soul 't is far ' 

To feel myself whirPd forward in the traiiL 
Of thy wild torrent, and as with a star 

The brow decked proudly, hear thy orades 

Divine; and to repeat them, as of old 
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JOS& HABfA HERBDIA. 

De Apolo a la feliz sacerdotisa 
Grecia muda escnchaba, 

Y ella de sacro horror se estremecia, 

Y el fatidico repetia 

Del Dios abrasador que la agitaba. 



Hay un g^nio, un espiritu de vida 
Que llena el universo : el es quien vierte 
En las bellas eacenas de natura 
Su gloria y majestad : el quien envuelve 
Con sn radioso manto a la hermosura, 

Y da a sus ojos elocuente idioma, 

Y miisica a su voz : el quien la presta 
El heehizo funesto, irresistible, 

Que embriaga y enloquece d los mortales 

En su sonrisa y su mirar : 61 sopla 
Del mirmol yerto las dormidas formas, 

Y las anima, si el eincel las hiere. 

il en Fedra, en Tancredo y en Zoraida 
Nos despedaza el corazon ; 6 blando 
Con Anacreon y Tibulo y Melendez 
Del deleite amoroso nos inspira 
La languidez dulcisima : 6 tronando 
Nos arrebata en Pindaro y Herrera 

Y el ilustre Quintana, a las alturas 

De la Yirtud sublime y de la gloria. 
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Greece listen'd mute to those from Delphic ceDs 
The favoor'd priestess of Apollo told; 
While she with sacred horror would mifold 
The words prophetic, trembling to refer 
To the consuming god that frenzied her. 

There is of life a spirit that pervades 
The universe divine: 't is he who shades 
AU Nature's loveliest scenes with majesty, 
And glory greater: beauty's self 't is he. 
Who robes with radiant mantle, and endows 
Her eye with language eloquent, while flows 
Soft music from her voice; 't is he who lends 

To her the magic irresistible. 
And fatal, which her smile and look attends, 

Making men mad and drunk beneath her spelL 

If on the marble's sleeping forms he breathe, 

To life they start the chisel's touch beneath: 

In Phoedra, Tancred, Zorayde he wrings 

The heart within us deep; or softly brings 

Love-fraught delight, as do their strains inspire 

Anacreon, or Tibullus or the lyre 

Of our Melendez, sweetest lauguishings, 

Or wrapt in thunder snatches us away 

With Pindar, or Herrera, or thy lay. 

Illustrious Quintanal to the heights. 

Where virtue, and where glory too invites. 
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For 61 Homero Ul Airibnndo Aqoiles 
Race admirar, Toronato 4 su Clormday 
T Milton, mas qne todos elerado, 
A sa angel fiero, de diamante arinado. 

Por do qniera este espiritu reside, 
Mas invisible. Pel etereo cielo 
Baja, J se manifiesta a los mortales 

En la nocturna llnvia j en el triieno. 
AUi le he visto yo : tal vez sereno 

Yaga en la Inz del sol, cuando este inimda 

Al cielo, tierra y mar en olas de oro : 
De la miisica tiembla en el acento : 

Ama la soledad : escacha atento 

De las agaas con furia despefiadag 
£1 tremendo fragor. Por el d^sierto 

Los Yiigabundos Arabes conduce, 
Soplando entre sos pechos agitados 

Tin sentimiento grande, indefinido, 
De agreste libertad. En las montaflas 

Se sienta con placer, 6 de su cumbre 

Baja, y se mira del Oceano inrndvil 
En el hondo cristal, 6 con sns gritos 

Anima las borrascas. Si la noche 
Tiende su puro y centellante velo. 

En la alta popa reclinado inspira 
Al que estatico mira 

Abajo el mar, sobre su frente el cielo. 
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JOSS MABIA KXttH^A. 

By him compels us Tas90 to admire 
Clorinda; Homer fierce Achilles' ire- 
And Milton, elevated all beyond. 
His direful angel, arm'd of diamond. 

O'er all, thoagh inyisible, this spirit dwella; 
Bnt from ethereal mansions he descends 
To show himself to men, and thus port^ids 

His steps the night rain, and the thunder tells. 
There have I seen him; or perhaps serene 

In the sun's beam, he wanders to o'erflow 

Heaven, earth and sea, in waves of golden glow. 
On music's accent trembles he unseen; 

And solitude he loves, he lists attent. 

The waters rush in headlong fury sent: 
The wandering Arabs o'er their sands he leads, 

And through their agitated breasts inspires 
A feeling undefined, but great to deeds 

Of desperate and wild liberty that fires. 
With joy he sits upon the mountain heights, 

Or thence descends, to mirror in the deep. 
In crystal fixedness, or animates 

The tempest with his cries along to sweep: 
Or if its clear and ^)arkling veil extend 

The night, upon the lofty poop reclined. 

With ecstasy delights to inspire his mind. 

Who raptured views the skies with ocean blend. 
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Es el ansia de gloria noble y bella : 
Yo de su lauro en el amor palpito, 
Y quisiera en el mundo que hoy habito 

De ml paso dejar profunda huella. 

De tu favor, espiritu divino, 
Puedo esperarlo, que tu aliento ardiente 
Vive eterno, y da vida : los mortales 

A quienes genio dispenso el destino 
Ansiosos corren a la sacra fuente 
Que tu fogosa inspiracion recibe. 

El mundo a sus afanes apercibe 
Indigno galardon. Cuando los cubre 
Vestidura mortal, vagan oscuros 

Entre indigencia y menosprecio : acaso 

De sacrilega mofa son objeto. 
Al cabo mueren, y sus almas tornan 
A la fuente de luz de que salieron, 

Y entonces a despecho de la envidia, 
Un esteril laurel brota en sus tumbas. 

Brota, crece, y ampara las cenizas 

Con su sombra inmortal ; pero no ensefia 

A los hombres justicia, y eada siglo 
Ve repetir el drama lamentable. 

Sin piedad ni rubor. Divino Homero, 

Milton sublime, Taso desdichado, 

Yosotros lo direis 1 
Empero el genio 

Al infortunio arrostra : sus oidos 
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Noble and lovely is the ardour felt 
For glory I for its laurel pants my heart; 
And I wonld fain, from this world when I part. 

Leave of my steps deep traces where I dwelt. 

This of thy favour, spirit most divine 
I well may hope, for that eternal lives 
Thy glowing flame, and life eternal gives. 

Mortals, whom fate gave genius forth to shine. 
Haste anxious to the sacred fount, where flows 
Thy fiery inspiration; but bestows 

The world unworthy guerdon on their pains: 
While them a mortal covering enshrouds, 
Obscure they wander through the listless crowds; 

Contempt and indigence their lot remains, 

Perchance ev'n Impious mockery all their gains: 
At length they die, and their souls take the road 
Of the great fount of light whence first they flow'd; 

And then, in spite of envy o'er their tomb 
A sterile laurel buds, ay, buds and grows, 

And thus protects the ashes in the gloom, 
'Neath its immortal shade; but vainly shows 

To teach men justice. Ages onward fleet 

The lamentable drama to repeat. 
Without regret or shame. Homer divine I 
Milton sublime I unhappy Tassol thme. 

This fate to witness. Genius yet the while 

Faces misfortune undismay'd; his ears 
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Halagan los apldasos que sn canto 
Recibira feliz en las regiones 

Del porvenir. Sa gloria, su desgracia 

Excitaran la dnlce simpatia 
En la posteridad de los erneles 
Que & miseria y dolor le condenaron. 
Desde la tomba reinara : las bellas 
Con respeto j temura suspirando, 

Pronnnciaran sn nombre : ja centella . 
A sas ojos la lagrima preciosa 

Qne arrancardn sas paginas ardientes 
A la sensible hermosa. 

La Y^, palpita, se entemece j fuerte 
De la cruel injusticia se consnela, 

Y esperando sa trianfo de la maerte, 
Al seno del Criador gozoso vaela. 

Dolcisima ilosion ! ^Quien ha podido 
Defenderse de ti, si no ha nacido 

Yerto, como los marmoles y bronces 7 
Oh 1 yo te abrazo con ardor I Lo espero 1 

Alganas efasiones de mi Masa 
Me sobreviviran, y mi sepulcro 
No ha de gaardarme entero. 

Tal vez mi nombye, que el rencor proscribe, 

Resonara de Cuba por los campos 

De la ]^ama veloz en la trompeta. 
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Dwell only qd tlie applaQ^es to b^^e 
His songs will haply gain in fntare years; 

His glory^ his misfortune^i will excite 

Sweet sympathy; posterity will Fequite 
Jnstice against their sires, who thus condemn 
Him now to grief and misery, ^hame on them I 
From his tomb he will reign; his cherish'd name 
Will beauty with respect and sighs proclaim. 

On her eye gleams the bright and precious tear 
His burning pages then will draw from her, 

Kind-hearted lovelhiess! he sees it near; 
His heart beats,, he is moved; and strong to incur 

The cruelty and injustice, is consoled; 
And waiting thus his triumph to obtain, 

Enjoying it, though but in death to hold, 
Flies his Creator's bosom to regain. 

0, sweet illusion! who has had the power 
To save himself from thee, who was not bom 

Than the cold marble, or the rough trunk lower? 
With ardour I embrace, and wait thee lorn. 

Yet of my Muse perchance some happier strains 
Will me survive, and my sepulchral stone 
Will not be left to tell of me alone I 

Perhaps my name, which rancour now detains 

Proscribed, will yet resound o'er Cuba's plains, 

On the swift trumpet of enduring fame I 
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JOak UAXtA HIBEDIA. 

Al yer como sn lienzo se animaba, 
El Correggio esclamaba : 
Yo tambien soy^ pintor I Yo soy poeta I 



A LA ESTRELLA DB VfiNUS. 

EsTRELLA de la tarde silenciosa, 
Luz apacible y pura 
De esperanza y amor, salad te digo. 
Eq el mar de occidente ya reposa 
La fasta frente el sol, y tu en la altura 
Del firmamento solitaria reinas. 

Y la noche sombria 

Qaiere tender su diamantado velo, 

Y con palidos tintas baiia el suelo 
La blanda Inz del moribundo dia. 
;Hora feliz y pUcida cual bella I 
Tu la presides, vespertina estrella. 

Yo te amo, astro de paz. Siempre tu aspect© 

En la callada soledad me inspira 

De virtud y de amor meditaciones. 

]Qne delicioso afecto 
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josi harIa hbsbdia. 

As when Correggio saw his canvass flame 
With life, "A painter," it was his to cry, 
"I also ami" — A poet too am I. 



TO THE STAR OF VENUS. 

Star of the silent eve, 

Pnre placid light of hope and love 

1 greet thee there. 

In the far ocean of the west 

Pale glows the sun's vast brow, 

And thoa alone in the deep heaven reignest. 

And now the sombre night 

Unfolds her diamond-woven veil, 

And with its softened tints 

The tender light of dying day 

Bathes all the scene. 

' Serene and happy hour, o'er it 

How fair presidest thou, O star of eve I 

I love thee, orb of peace; 

Ever in the hushed solitude 

With thoughts of virtue and of love 

Thy steady aspect hath inspired my sonL 
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Excita en los sensibles corazones 

La dulce j melaocolica memoria 

De su perdido bien y de su gloria I 

Til me la insplras. Caantas, cuantas horas 

Yiste brillar serenas 

Sobre mi faz en Cuba \ Al asomarse 

Tu disco puro j timido en el cielo, 

A mi tierno delirio daba rienda 

En el centre del bosqne embalsamado, 

Y por tu tibio resplandor guiado 
Buscaba en el mi solitaria senda. 
Bajo la copa de la palma amiga, 
Tremula, bella en su temor, velada 
Con el magico manto del misterio, 
De mi alma la senora me aguardaba. 
En sus ojos afables me refan 
Ingenuidad y amor : yo la estrechaba 
A mi pecho encendido, 

Y mi rostro feliz al suyo unido, 
Su balsamico aliento respiraba. 
J Oh goces fugitivos 

De placer inefable I ] Quien pndiera 

Del tiempo detener la rueda fiera 

Sobre tales instantes I 

Yo lo admiraba estatico : 4 mi oido 

Muy mas dulce que milsica sonaba 

El eco de su yoz, y su sonrisa 

Para mi alma era luz. Horas serenas, 

Cuya memoria cara 

A mitigar bastara 

De una existencia de dolor las penas 1 

Estrella de la tarde I I cuantas veces 

Junto ^ mi dulce amiga me mirabas 



JOSi HAI^A BSBEDXA. 

Ah me I how gratefd to the feeling hearty 

Are the sweet melaHcholj memories 

Of its lost bliss and glory I 

And thy soft ray inspireth them. 

How many — ^many tranquil hours 

Hast thou seen smile on me in Cuifoa. 

When thy pure timid disk gleamed on me from the heayeiii 

Lost, 'wilder'd in my joyful tenderness, 

By thy pale radiance guided on my way, 

I sought my path amid the perfumed wood. 

Beneath the wreathing branches of the friendly palm 

Tremulous, lovely in her virgin fear, 

Veiled by the enchanting robe of mystery, 

The loved one of my soul awaited me. 

From her kind eyes smiled on me truth and lovei 

And to my ardent bosom clasped. 

My happy cheek laid fondly to her own, 

I breathed the fragrant air her lips exhaled. 

fleeting joys of bliss inefablel 

Would that at moments such as these 

We could detain thy rapid flight, O time I 

Fondly I gazed on her, and to my ear 

Sweeter than softest music was her voice. 

And to my soul like sunlight was her smile. 

Bright hours I whose memory dear 

Life's bitterest sorrow softens. 

Fair star of eve! how oft beside my lore 
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» JOSi: VABtA HBBEDU. 

SalD/ttar ta venida, contemplarte, 
Y r;ecibir en tu amorosa lumbre 
F &z 7 serenidad. 




J0S£ MABfA HSBXDIA. 

Thou'st seen me welcome thee, 

Qaze on thee, and in thy loving beam receive 

Peace and serenity. 
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PLlCIDO. 



PLEGARIA A DIOS. 

SfeR de inmensa bondad, Dios poderoso 
A yos acudo en mi dolor vehemente, 
Estended vuestro braze omnipotente ; 

Rasgad de la calumnia el velo odioso 

Y arrancad este sello ignominioso 

Con que el muudo manchar quiere mi frente. 

Rey de los reyes, Dios de mis abuelos, 
Yos solo sois mi defensor, Dios mio ; 
Todo lo puede quien al mar sombrio 

Olas y peces dio, luz a los cielos ; 

Fuego al sol, giro al aire, al norte hielos, 
Yida a las plantas, movimiento al rio. 

Todo lo podeis vos, todo fenece 

se reanima a vuestra voz sagrada ; 
Fuera de vos, Seiior, el todo es nada, 

Que en la insondable eternidad perece, 

Y aim esa raisma nada os obedece 

Pues de ella fae la humanidad creada. 
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PRAYER TO aOD. 

O God of love unbonndedl Lord supreme! 

In overwhelming grief to thee I fly; 

Rending this veil of hatefdl calomnj, 
O, let thine arm of might my fame redeem! 

Wipe thou this foul disgrace from off my brow, 

With which the world hath sought to stamp it now. 

Thou King of kings, my father's God and mine, 
Thou only art my sure and strong defence; 
The polar snows, the tropic fires intense, 

The shaded sea, the dr, the light are thine; 
The life of leaves, the water's changful tide, 
All things are thine, and by thy will abide. 

Thou art all power; all life from thee goes forth, 
And fails or flows obedient to thy breath;' 
Without thee, all is naught, in endless death 

All nature sinks, fallow and nothing worth. 

Yet even the void obeys ^hee, and from naught, 

By thy dread word, the living man was wrought 
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Yo no OS pnedo engafiar, Dios de clemencia, 

Y pues vuestra eternal sabidoria 

Ye al traves de mi cuerpo el alma mia 
Cual del aire a la clara trasparencia, 
Estorbad qne humillada la inocencia 
Bata SOS palmas la calamnia impia. 

Mas si cnadra a tn sama omnipotencia 
Qne 70 perezca cual malvado impio, 

Y que los hombres mi cadaver frio 
XJltrajen con maligna complacencia, 

Bnene ta yoz, 7 acabe mi existencia. 
Ciimplase en mi tu voluntad, Dios mio. 



DESPEDIDA A MI MADRE. 

Si la snerte fatal que me ba cabido 

Y el triste fin de mi sangrienta historia 
Al salir de esta vida transitoria 

Deja tn corasson de muerte herido ; 
Baste de llanto : el animo afligido . 
Recobre sa quietud ; moro en la gloria I 

Y mi placida lira a tu memoria 

Lanza en la tumba su postrer sonido. 

Sonido dulce, melodioso 7 santo ; 

Olorioso, espiiitttal, puro 7 divino, 
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Merciful Godl how should I thee deceive 7 
Let thy eternal wisdom search my soul I 
Bowed down to earth by ftilsehood's base control 

Her stainless wings not now the air may cleave. 
Send forth thine hosts of truth and set her free I 
Stay thou, O Lord I the oppressor's victory. 

But if this lot thy love ordains to me, — 
To yield to foes most cruel and unjust, 
To die, and leave my poor and senseless dust 

The scoff and sport of their weak enmity, — 
Speak, thou! and then thy purposes fulfil; 
Lord of my life, work thou thy perfect will! 



FAREWELL TO MY MOTHER. 

The appointed lot has come upon me, mother, 

The mournful ending of my years of strife; 

This changing world I leave, and to another. 

In blood and terror goes my spirit's life. 

But thou, grief-smitten, cease thy mortal weeping, 

And let thy soul her wonted peace regain; 

I fall for right, and thoughts are sweeping 

Across my lyre, to wake its dying strain, — - 

A strain of joy and gladness, free, unfailing. 

All glorious and holy, pure, divine,. 
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PLiCIDO. 

Inocente, espontaneo como el llanto 
Que vertiera al nacer : ya el cnello inclino ; 
Ya de la religion me cubre el manto 1 
Adios mi madre 1 Adios ... el peregrino. 
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plAcido. 

And innocent, unconsdons. as the wailing 

I uttered at mj birth; and I resign 

Even now, my life; even now, descending slowlj, 

Faith's mantle folds me to mj slombers holj. 

Mother, farewell I God keep thee, and for ever I 
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FELIPE LOPEZ DE BRINAS. 



CANTO SAFICO. 

Casta paloma que en mi lecho dnermes, 
Alma de mi alma y de mi vida gloria, 
Entre mis brazos, caro bien, despierta ; 
Ya no es de noche. 

Las aves todas del cercano valle 
La Inz annncian de la nneya aurora ; 
Abre tns ojos, companera mia, 
Deja el descanso. 

Ante esa imdjen de la madre pnra 
Del Dios etemo que proteje al justo, 
Dobla, mi cielo, la rodilla bumilde, 
Pidele gracias. 

Pidele, bella, que tu esposo encuentre 

El pan mezquino de su vida pobre ; 

Haz que el sudor que por tu amor derrama 

No en valde sea. 
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FELIPE LOPEZ DE BRINAS. 



SAPPHIC SONG. 

Chaste dove that in my couch reposest 
Soul of my soul and glory of -my life, 
Awake within my arms, dear one; 
It is no longer night. 

The birds amid the neighboring vale 
Announce once more the light of mom 
Unclose thine eyes, companion mine 
Cease now reposing. 

Before this image of the mother pure . 
Of the eternal God who shields the just, 
Bend thou, my fair, thy humble knee, 
And render to Him thanks. 

Pray, beauteous one, thy spouse may earn 

The daily bread that mortal life sustains; 

Cause that the sweat he yields thy love 

lk(ay not in vain be shed. 
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FBUFB LOPKZ DB BBlfiAS. 

Cnando me al^o de mi hogar tranqmiO, 
T en ^ te qaedas por mi bien rogando, 
Parto segnro de tornary mi yida, 
Ueno de gloria. 

Oigo mia yoz en lo interior del alma 
Que me asegora el porvenir qae ansio, 

Y que en secreto ante la fe me dice : 

Hav Providencia 1 

Y ni el rigor de la fortmia temo, 
Ni de los hados el fhror me asnsta, 
Porqae es el Dios del infeliz nd padre, 
Porque soy hombre. 

Si tii me ayndas, hechicera hermosa, 
Si como siempre mi esperanza animas, 
Annqne me niegaen su favor los hombres 
Tendr6 yentora. 

Yo ir^ contigo & recorrer los montes 
Que oman el snelo de la bermosa Cuba, 

Y entre sns palmas 7 frondosas seibas 

Te bard nn asilo. 

Te bar^ nna eboza de cortezas yerdes 

Donde en nn lecbo dormiras de flores, 

Donde jamas te faltardn, mi encanto, 

Fmtos y mieles. 
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rXLIPE LOPBZ DB BRISAS. 

Wheu from my tranquil home afar I go, 
And thou for me beseeching restest there, 
I feel assured I shall return to thee, 
And glory fills my life. 

Deep in my inmost soul I hear a yoice 
Assuring me the future that I crave, 
And telling me in secret trustful words: 
Yes, there is Providence! 

And neither fortune's rigor do I fear 
Nor Destiny's relentless cruel will. 
For thou my Father art. Oh God of all I 
Because that I am man. 

If thou, dost comfort me, enchantmg one, 
If thou as e'er my hopes dost animate. 
Though all mankind then: favor me deny 
Still happy I shall be. 

With thee 111 go to roam among the mounts^ 
That rise adorning Cuba's lovely soil, 
And 'midst their palms and shady trees 
For thee a home I'll make. 

A cot of verdant bark I'll build for thee 

Where thou shalt sleep upon a bed of flowers. 

Where never thou wilt lack my love. 

Honey and nature's fruits. 
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FFIIIT'E f.OPKZ DR BRI5IaS. 

Las blancas aves de mi patria crrantcs 
Pa4*a vcstirtc mc dardii sus phimas, 

Y las orillas dc eso mar plateado 

Conchas dc udcar. 

No faltardn para adornar tu cucllo 
Purpureas cuentas que produce cl bosque, 
!Ni suavcs picles para ornar tu planta, 
Tortola mia. 

Yo hare que brilles ante el sol indlano 
Como las bellas de la antigua Cuba, 

Y hare en mi esposa revivir uu tipo 

Que ya no existe. 

Tu lindo rostro de color triguefto, 
Tus pardos ojos, que despiden rayos, 
Hardn tal vez que del orijen tuyo 
Loco me olvide. 

Y ttasportado de improviso k un mundo 
Copia del cielo y del Eden terrestre, 
Feliz I oh Marta ! vivir^ coutjgo. 
iPorque te ries ? 

Ya te comprendo, serafin, me adviertea 
Que al despertar me sorprendiera un snello, 

Y que poeta en mi rejion perdido 

Dej^ la tierra. 
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My coonlrf'is white and wftndering birds 
Will give their downy flumes to robe thee with. 
And &om the botdars of the silver sea 
Bright shells of pearl for thee^ 

And to adorn thy neck thoa wilt not lack 
The crimson berries that the woods produce, 
Nor velvet skins to tread npon, 
My gentle turtle-dove. 

I'll make thee shine beneath the Indian sun 
As once did Cuba's ancient beauties shine, 
And in my spouse revive a type 
That now no more exists. 

Thy charming counteaaftce of brunette hu 
Thy dark eyes, brillant flashes sending forth, 
Perhaps will make me wild forget 
Thy earthly origin. 

And suddenly transported to a world 
From heaven and our Eden copied, 
Oh Martha! blest with thee I'll live — 
Ah I wherefore smilest thou? 

I comprehend thee, angel mine, thou say'st 

That a day-dream surprised my waking hours, 

And wandering in my poet world 

I ceased to live bdow. 
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FSUPE LOPBZ DE BBllfi^. 

Adios, esposa, mi deber me llama ; 
El sol ja paebla con su loz los prados, 
Ya ban comenzado a trabajar los pobres 
Tomamilira. 
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Adiea, my wife, my duty calls me now; 
The son already peoples all the plainSy 
The poor have now began to toil. 
Beloved, take my lyre* 
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RAFAEL MARf A DE MENDIVE. 



LA SONRISA VIRGINAL. 

APEPnJiA, 

Linda Jdven Habanera, 

MuT mas para qne la brisa 

Y el perfume de las flores, 
Son [oh nifia I los amores 

De ta vida angelical. 

Y mas pnra que del alba 
La suave luz cariiiosa 

En tu boca brlUa hermosa, 
La sonrisa yirginal. 

Son de un ave tus dellrios, 
Es de un angel tu mirada, 

Y tu frente sonrosada 
Es un iris celestial. 

Tus suspiros son tus flores, 
Son tus suefios tu inocencia, 

Y es el sol de tu existencia 
La sonrisa virginal. 



RAFAEL MARiA DE MENDIVE. 



THE VIRGIN SMILE. 

TO PEPILLA, 
A fair y9umg girl of Hai9an0t, 

Purer than the early breeze, 
Or the famt perfume of flowers, 
Maiden I through thine angel hours 

Pass the thoughts of love ; 
Purer than the tender light 
On the morning's gentle face^ 
On thy lips of maiden grace 

Plays thy virgin smile I 

Like a bird's thy r^ture is, 

Angel eyes thine eyes enlighten. 

On thy gracious forhead brighten 

Flashes from above. 

Flower-like thy breathings are, 

Free thy dreams from sinful strife. 

And the sunlight of thy life 

Is thy virgin smile I 
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RATAIL MABIa DE ICXNDITS. 

Nnnca dejes^linda nifia, 

Tn corona de daveles, 

Y del mando en los yergelei 

Bebe el aura celestial : 
Canta, y corre dolcemente 
Por el bosqae y la floresta, 
Mostrando siempre modesta 

La sonrisa yirginaL 

El placer y los amores, 
Son tormentos y congojas, 
I Son las tristes, pobres hojas 

Qne arroj6 la tempestad I 
Viye pura con tu risa, * 
Con tn paz y tu embeleso, 
Derramando en cada beso 

La sonrisa Tirginal. 




BAFAEL MABf A DE MENDIVE. 

Loose thon never, gentle child. 
Thy spring: garland irom thy brow, . 
Through life's flowery fields, as now, 

Wander careless still ; 
Sweetly sing and gaily run, 
Drinking in the morning air, 
Free and happy everywliere, 

With thy virgin smile ! 

Love and pleasure are but pains, 
Bitter grief and miseries, 
Withered leaves, which every breeze 

Tosses at its will ; 
Live thou purely with thy joy, 
With thy wonder and thy peace, 
Blessing life, till life shall cease, 

With thy virgin smile I 
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JO&i ZORRILLA. 



ORIENTAL. 

DnEf^A de la negra toca. 
La del morado monjil, 

For an beso de ta boca 
Diera a Granada Boabdil. 

Diera la lanza mejor 
Del Zenete mas bizarro, 

Y con su fresco verdor 
Toda una orilla del Darro. 

Diera alfombras orientales, 

Y armaduras, y pebetes, 

Y diera . . . |que tanto valen I 
Hasta cnarenta jinetes. 

Porqae tus ojos son bellos, 

Porque la loz de la aarora 
Snbe al oriente desde ellos, 

Y el mundo su lumbre dora. 

• >*i 
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JOSE ZORRILLiL 



- ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 

Lady of the dark head-dress, 
And monkish vest of pnrple hue. 

Gladly would Boabdil give 
Granada for a kiss of you. 

He would give the best adventure 
Of the bravest horseman tried, 

And with all its verdant freshness 
A whole bank of Darro^s tide. 

He would give rich carpets, perfumes. 
Armours of rare price and force, 

And so much he values you, 
A troop, ay, of his favorite horse. 

Because thine eyes are beautiful, 

Because the morning's blushing light 

From them arises to the East, 

And gilds the whole world bright. 
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JOSk ZORBILLA. 

De tas labios, la jsonrisa, 
La paz, de tu lengua mana . 

Leve aerea como brisa 
De parporina maflana. 

i Oh qne hermosa nazarena 
Para nn haren oriental 

Suelta la negra melena 
Sobre el cuelle de cristal. 

En lecho de terciopelo, 
Entre ana nnbe de aroma, 

Y enTnelta en el bianco velo 
De las hijas de Mahoma ! 

Yen a Cordoba, cristlana, 
Snltana seras alli, 

Y el Snltan sera |oh Soltana 1 
Tin esclavo para ti. 

Te dara tanta riqneza, 
Tanta gala tnnecina, 

Que has de jngar tu belleza 
Para pagarle, mezqnina. 



Dnefia de la negra toea, 

Por on beso de tu boca 

Diera nn reino Boabdil ; 
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JOSi ZOBBILLA. 



"From thy Ups smiles are- flowing, . 

From thy tongue gentle peace, 
Light and aerial as the coarse 

Of the purple morning's breeza 

"01 lovely Nazarene, how choice 1 
For an Eastern harem's pride, 

Those dark locks waving freely 
Thy crystal neck beside. 

"Upon a couch of velvet, 
In a cloud of perfumed air, 

Wrap'd in the white aud flowing veil 
Of Mahomed's daughters fair. 

"0, Ladyl come to Cordova, 
There Sultana thou'shalt be, 

And the Sultan there. Sultana, 
Shall be but a slave for thee. 

"Such riches he will give thee, 
And such robes of Tunisine, 

That thou wilt judge thy beauty. 
To repay him for them, mean." 



01 Lady of the dark head-dress 1 

That him a kiss of thee might bless, 

Resign a realm Boabdil would! 
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JOSt ZOBBILUu 

Y JO por ello, cristianay 
Te diera de baena gana 
^ Mil cielos, si faeran mlL 



EL CAUTlVO. 

MaSana voy, nazarena, 
A Cordoba la Sultana 

Mi amorosa cantilena 
Ya no sentiras mafiana 
Al compas de mi cadena. 

Guando Tuelvan los cristianos 
De los moros vencedores 

Lee mis destinos tiranos, 
La historia de mis amores 
En la sangre de sns manos. 

Yaliera mas qne cautiyo 
En esa torre acabara 

La triste vida qne vivo ; 

Que la vida que hoy recibo 

Me la vendes la^ I bien cara 
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JOSi 20BBIIXA. 

Bat I for that, fair christian fain 
Would give of heavens, and think it gain, 
A thousand if I only could. 



THE CAPTIVE. 

I go, fair Nazarene, to-morrow 
To queenly Cordova again; 

Then thou my song of love and sorrow 
To hear no longer mayest complain. 
Sung to the compass of my chain. 

When home the Christians shall return 
In triumph o'er the Moorish foe. 

My cruel destiny wouldst thou learn? 
The history of my loves to know. 
The blood upon theb: hands shall show. 

Better it were at once to close. 
In this dark tower a captive here, 

The life I suffer now of woes. 

Than that today thou sett'st me clear; 

Alas! thou sell'st it very dear. 
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JOSk ZORRILLA. 

I Adios ! tu esclavo mafiana 
Ya no ha de cansarte enojos ; 

Pero es esperanza vana : 
Cautivo quedo, cristiana 
En la prision de tus ojos. 

[ Maldita, hermosa, mi estrella I 
^Que ha de yalerme la vida 

Si no he de hallarte eon ella 
Ni en Granada la florida 
Ni en Cordoba la bella ? 

De hoy me sera el claro sol 
Una lampara importnna ; 

Hija del suelo espafiol, 

Tii eres mi sol j mi luna . . . 
La aurora y el arrebol. 

Pues en ti pierdo el sol hoy, 
Sin tu sol no he de vivir ; 

Sultana, a C6rdoba voy. 
Que en las tinieblas que estoy 
Presto, a fe, que he de morir. 

Ha prometido Mahoma 

XJn paraiso, una huri . . . 
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JOSfi ZOSBIULA. 

Adieal to-morrow o'er, thy slaye 
May never see thy emile again; 

Bat vain is all the hope it gave: 
Still must I bear the captive's chain, 

Thine eyes my prison still remain. 

Fair Christian! baleful is my star; 
What value has this life to me, 

If J must dwell from thee afar? 
Nor in Granada's bowers may be, 
Nor, my fair Cordova, with thee? 

To-day's bright sun to me will seem 
A lamp unseasonably nigh: 

Daughter of Spain, thy beauties gleam 
Alone my sun and moon on high, 
The dawn and br^htness of my sky. 

Since then I lose thy light to-day 
Without that light I cannot livel 

To Cordova I take my way; 
But in the doom my fortunes give, 
Alas! 't is death that I receive. 

A paradise and hour! fair 

Has Mahomet promised we shall prore: 
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JOSk ZOBRDXA. 

Tii babr^ de ser angel, si. 
En esa rejion de aroma, 
Y hemos de amamos alli. 



ROMANCE. 

La noehe no tiene mido ; 

En la sombra no bay calor ; 
No hay en los viejos cuidado, 

Las dneflas no tienen yoz ; 
Pero cuando todos duermen, 

Estamos velando dos ; 
Ella en la reja sentada, 

Y al pi^ de la reja yo. 

Mis ojos no ven sus ojos, 
No ven su tez trasparente, 

No ven su rosada frente, 
Ni su sonrisa de amor 

No ven el rubor de viijen 
Que sus mejillas colora ; 

"^"ine quince ailos ahora . . . 

Las ninas tienen rubor 
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JOSE ZORBILLA. 



Aye, thou wilt be an angel there, 
And in that blissful realm above 
We meet again, and there to loya 



ROMANCE. 

No sound is in the midnight air, 

No colour in its shade. 
The old are resting free from care, 

Duenna's voice is stayed; 
But when all else in slumber meet, 

We two are waking nigh, 
She on the grated window's seat, 

And at its foot am I. 

I cannot see her beaming eyes. 

Nor her clear brow above. 
Nor her face with its rosy dyes. 

Nor yet her smile of love: 
T cannot see the virgin flush 

That heightens her cheek's glow, 

The enchantments of that maiden blush,- 

She is but fifteen now. 
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J0S6 ZOBBILLA 

No ven mis ojos avaros 
Su casl deaduda espalda, 

Ni entre la reyuelta falda 
Aromado el bianco pie 

Como en la orilla de nn rio, 
Kompiendo la inqnieta espmna, 

Tender la florante plama 

Nevado en cisne se ve. 

Ni en su garganta y sus hombros 

En alto pecho imajino, 
Ni por su rostro adlTino 

Del corazon la inquietud ; 

Y tiene la dspera reja, 
Centinela desvelado, 

Delante el amor osado, 
Detras la frdjil yirtud. 

|MaSy pese i, la densa reja, 
Fese a la noche sombria, 

Yo tengo [paloma mia I 
El alma baflada en ti ! 

Tengo mis labios de fuego 
Sobre tus labios de rosa, 

Y en tu pecho late^ hermosa^ 

Un corazon para mi. 
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JOSfi 90RRILUL. 

Nor can my searching eyes behold 

Her form scarce wrapped about; 
Nor from the flowing garment's fold 

Her white foot peeping out; 
As on some gentle river's spring, 

To glide the foam between, 
Spreading her snowy floatsome wing, 

The stately swan is seen. 

Nor can I see her white neck shine, 

Or shoulders as they part; 
Nor from her face can T divine 

Her restlessness of heart; 
While like a guard too watchful o'er, 

The grated bars I find; 
Audacious love is there before, 

Poor virtue is behind. 



But in despite of that thick grate. 
And shades that round us twine, 

I have, my dove, to compensate, 
My soul embathed in thine: 

My lips of fire I hold impressed 
On thine of roses free; 

And well I feel there 's in that breast 

A heart that beats for me. 
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JOSt ZORBILLA. 

; Adios I que por el oriente 
La laz importuna sube, 

Y envuelto en hiimeda nube 
Las tinieblas rasga el sol : 

Y para una nifia en vela, 

Y el galan que la enamora, 
Mncha loz tiene la aarora 
En el brillante arrebol. 



Yierta el alba en su sonrisa 
Su armonia y su color, 

Y se columpia la brisa 
En el cdliz de la flor ; 

De rosa lirio y claveles, 
Robando el fragrante olor, 

Cuelga en los anchos laureles 
Gemido murmurador. 

Y gime la fresca fuente 
Bajo el manto de cristal, 

Y gime languidamente 
La tortola angelical ; 

Y enamorada paloma 
Bebe la luz matinal, 

Meciendo el auro de aroma 

Con arruUo designal. 
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But see along the East arise 

The unwelcome god of day, 
And piercing through the hnmid skies, 

The darkness drive away. 
And when a maid has watched the night, 

With gallant by her side, 
The bright red dawn has too much light 

Its coming to abide! 



The smiling morn is shedding round 

Its harmony and hues, 
And fragrant odours -o'er the ground 

The breezes soft diflFuse: 
Robbing the rose, the lily fair. 

And cherished pinks they fly. 
And leave upon the laurels there 

A murmur moaning by. 

Murmurs the fountain's freshening ^ring. 

Beneath its crystal veil, 
And the angelic turtles sing 

Their tender mournful tale; 
The love-sick dove the morning light 

Drinks with enraptured throat, 

Mixing the balmy air so bright 

With her unequal note. 
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JOWk WOBBJULA. 

En tanto al noble mancebo 
El ancho jardin cnia6, 

Mnrmnrando por lo bajo 
Enamorada cancion. 

" [Oh I YuelTe, noche, sin nddo^ 

Con ta sombra sin color, 
Con tns viejos sin cnidado, 

Y con tus dneiias sin yoz ; 
Porque, cnando todos dnennan 

Yolvamos a velar dos ; 
Ella en la reja sentada^ 

y al pi6 de lo reja yo I 



A UN TORREON. 

GiOANTE sombriOy baldon de Castilla, 

Castillo sin torres^ ni ahnenas^ ni paente, 
Por cajos sal<Mies en vez de tu gente 

Reptiles arrastran sn piel amarilla. 
Dime, ^qne se hicieron tus nobles sefiores, 

Tns ricos tapiees de sedas y flores, 
Ta gente de gnerra, tns cien trovadores 

Que alzaron nfanos trinnfonte cancion f 

Tii estas en el yalle cadaver podrido, 

Guerrero humillado que el tiempo ha rendido : 
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Paces the while the noble youth 

The garden paths along, 
And lowlj sings, his soul to soothe, 

His love-inspiring song. 

''0 soundless midnight hour, again 

Come with thy kindly shade, 
When rest the old from cares, and when 

Duenna's voice is stay'd; 
For then, while they in slum >er meet, 

We two are waking nigh, 
She on the grated window's seat, 

And at its foot am I." 



.THE TOWER OF MUNION. 

Dabk-shadoVd giant! shame of proud Castile, 
Castle without bridge, battlements or towers, 

In whose wide halls now loathsome reptiles steal. 
Where nobles once and warriors held their bowersi 

Tell me, where are they? Where thy tapestries gay. 
Thy liundred troubadours of lofty song? 

Thy mouldering ruins in the vale decay, 

Thou humbled warriorl time has quell'd the strong: 
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Tu historia y tu nombre yaciendo en olvido, 

El mnndo no sabe que existe Munon. 
Tas pardas rninas no son de tormento 

Con negros recnerdos corroen mi alma . . 
jTii estds en mi mente, maldecida palma 

Quemada del rayo, batida del viento 1 
Yo errante poeta proscrito en el mundo, 

Tal vez en el polvo de feretro inmundo, 
Sin nombre, sin gloria para siempre hundo 

Mi frente abrasada de inutil sador ; 
I For ti, resto infame, fantasma de duelo, 

Morada maldita de nn angel del cielo 
Que ame y me robaron ... I jmaldito tu suelo, 
Maldito tu nombre . . . maldito mi amor ! 

Qaedate, si,en esa altora, 

A la Yerguenza del llano, 
Castillo sin castellano, 

Matrona sin hermosora. 

De ti el tiempo se rio, 

Tus torres se derribaron, 
Tus yasallos te ultrajaron, 

Ta Seiior te abandono. 

Qu^date, negro esqueleto, 

De f^rtil vega mancilla, 
A esa ermita de Castilla 

Sin sacerdote sujeto. 
Sin an eco en los isalones, 

Sin on soldado en el mnro 
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Thy name and history to oblivion thrown, 

The world forgets that there thou standst, Munion. 

To me thou art a spectre, shade of grief! 

With black remembrances my soul 's o'ercast; 
To me thou art a palm with withered leaf, 

Burnt by the lightning, bow'd beneath the blast. 
I, wandermg bard, proscribed perchance my doom 

In the bier's dust, nor name nor glory know; 
With useless toil my brow 's consumed in gloom; 

Of her I loved dark dwelling-place below. 
Whom I was robbed of, angel from above! 
Cursed be thy name, thy soil, as was my love. 

There rest, aye, in thy loftiness, ^ - 

To shame the plain around, 
Warderless castle, matron lone. 

In whom no beauty 's found. 
At thee time laughs, thy towers overthrown, 

Scorn'd by thy vaseals, by thy lord 
Detested, rest, black skeleton! 

Stain of the vale's green sward. 

Priestless hermitage of Castille, 

On thee no banners wave; 
Unblazon'd gate, thy pointed vaults 

No more their weight can save: 

Thou hast no soldier on thy heights, 

No echo in thy haUs, 

43 



JOSi: ZOBBILLA. 

Hoy crece el arbosto impiiro 
Al pie de tofi torreones. 

Seftor mnerto en tierra ageoa, 

Olvidado de ta gente, 
A pedazos de ta frente 

Boba el viento tu melena. 

Y pasa a tos pies el hombre 
Sin buscarte en an memoriae 

Porqae no lejo ta historia, 
Ni se acaerda de ta nombre. 

Til tienes ano, qae en aciago dia 
En ta gastada piedra escribi yo, 

Y el nombre de otro, j la vergUenza mia 
Con la tnya qaedo. 

Goando mi labio le nombr6, mentia ; 

Caando mi mano le grabo mintid ; 
Hoy . . . ya no existe ; en sa carrera impia 

El tiempo le arrastrd. 

Y ese nombre celestial 

Que el tiempo devord al fin, 
Una mnger por mi mal 

Le arrebatd k on serafin ; 

El horacan de la yida 

Solo dej6, I oh mi qnerida I 
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And rank weeds festering grow ancheck'd 
Beneath thj mouldering walls. 

Chieftain dead in a, foreign Ic^nd, 

Forgotten of thy race, 
While storm-torn fragments from thy brow 

Are scattered o*er thy place; 
And men pass careless at thy feet, 

Nor seek thy tale to find; 
Because thy history is not read, 

Thy name 's not in their mind. 

But thou hast one, who in a luckless hour 

Inscribed another's name on thy worn stone: 
T was I, and that my deep rdontless shame 

Remains with thee alone. 
When my lips named that name, they play'd me false, 

When my hands graved it, 't was a like decei 
Now it exists not; in time's impious course 

T wa6 swept beneath his feet. 

And that celestial name. 

To time at length a prey, 
A woman for my sin, 

For a seraph snatch'd away; 

The hurricane of life 

Has left me, loved one, worse 
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Para mi eterno tormento, 
En prenda de maldicion, 

Tu nombre en mi pensamiento, 
Tn amor en mi corazon. 



LA MEDITACION. 

SoBRE ignorada tumba solitaria, 
A la loz amarilla de la tarde, 
Yengo a ofrecer al cielo mi plegaria 

Por la muger que ame. 
Apojada en el marmol mi cabeza, 
Sobre la hiimeda yerba la rodilla, 
La parda flor que esmalta la maleza 

Humillo con mi pie. 

Aqui, lejos del mundo y sus placeres, 
Levanto mis delirios de la tierra, 

Y leo en agrupados caract^res 

Nonibres que ya no son ; 

Y la dorada lampara que brilla 

Y al soplo oscila de la brisa errante, 

Colgada ante el altar en la capilla 

Alumbra mi oracion. 
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For pay eternal grief, 

In pledge as of a curse, 
Thy name ne'er from my thoughts to part, 

Nor thy love. ever from my heart.. 



MEDITATION. 

Upon the obscure and lonely tomb, 
Beneath the yellow evening's gloom, 
To offer up to heaven I come, 

For her I loved, my prayer! 
Upon the marble bow'd my head, 
Aronrd my knees the moist herbs spread, 
The wild flowers bend beneath my tread, 

That deck the thicket there. 

Far from the world, and pleasures vain, 

From earth my frenzied thoughts to gain, 

And read in characters yet plain 

Names of the long since past; 

There by the gilded lamp alone, 

That waves above the altar stone. 

As by the wandering breezes moan, 

A light 's upon me cast. 
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' Acaso nn aye su yolar detiene 
Del fiinebre cipres entre las ramas 
Que a lamentar con sns goijeos vlene 
La ansencia de la Inz : 

Y se despide del albor del dia 
Desde una alta yentana de la torre 
O trepa de la cupula sombria 

A la gigante cruz. 

Anegados en lagrimas los ojos 

Yo la contemplo inmoyil desde el saelo 

Hasta que el rechinar de los cerrojos 

La hace atnrdida huir. 
La fdn^ral sonrisa me salada 
Del solo ser que con los muertos yiye^ 

Y me presta sn mano aspera y ruda 

Que un f^retro ya a abrir. 



Ferdon ! no escucbes Dios mio 
Mi terrenal pensamiento ! 
Deja que se pierda impio 
Gomo el murmullo de un rio 
Entre los pliegues del yiento 

For que una imdjen mundana 

Yiene a manchar mi oracion? 
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Perchance some bird will paase its flight 
Upon the foneral cypress height, 
And smg the absence of the light, 

As sorrowing for itd loss; 
Or take leave of the day's bright power. 
From the high window of the tower, 
Or skim, where dark the cupolas lower, 

On the gigantic cross. 

With eyes inmiersed in tears, aronnd 
I watch it silent from the ground, 
Until it startled flies the sound 

The harsh bolt creaking gave; 
A funeral smile salutes me dread. 
The only dweller with the dead 
Lends me a hard and rough hand, led 

To ope another grave. 



Pardon, O God I the worldly thought. 

Nor mark it midst my prayer; 
Grant it to pass, with evil fraught, 
As die the river's mumurings brought 
Upon the breezy air. 

Why does a worldly image rise 

As if my prayer to stain? 
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Es nna sombra profana 
Que tal vez sera maikana 
Signo de mi maldicion. 

For qne ha soiiado mi mente 
Ese fantasma tan bello ? 

Con esa tez transparente 

Sobre la tranquila frente 

Y sobre el desnudo cuello. 

Que en vez de aumentar sn encanto 
Con pompa y mnndano brillo, 

Se muestra anegada en llanto 

Al pie de altar sacrosanto 

6 al pie de pardo eastiUo. 

Como nna ofrenda olvidada 
En templo qne se arruin6 

Y en la piedra cincelada 

Qne en sn caida encontro 

La mece el viento colgada. 

Con sn retrato en la mente, 

Con sn nombre en el oido, 

Vengo a prosternar mi frente 

Ante el Dios omnipotente 

En la mansion del oMdo. 
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Perchance in evil shadow's guise, 
Which may when by the morrow flies 
Sign of a curse remain. 

Why has my mind been doomed to dream 

A phantom loveliness? 
To see those charms transparent gleam, 
That brow in tranquil light supreme, 

And neck's peculiar grace? 

Not heightened its enchantments shine 

By pomp or worldy glow; 
I only see that form recline 
In tears, before some sacred shrine. 

Or castle walls below. 

Like a forgotten offering lone, 

In ruin'd temple laid; 
Upon the carved and time-worn stone, 
Where fell it by the rough wind thrown, 

So bent beneath the shade. 

With such a picture in my mind, 

Such name upon my ear, 

Before my God the place to find. 

Where the forgotten are consigned, 

I come and bow down here. 
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Mi crimen acaso ven 

Con tnrbios ojos inciertos, 
Y me abominan los muertos, 
Alzando la hedionda sien 

De los sepulcros abiertos. 

Cnando estas tmnbas yisito. 

No es la nada en que naci 
No es on Dios lo que medito, 
Es nn nombre que esta escrito 
Con fnego dentro de mi. 

PerdoQ I no escnehes Dios mio 
Mi terrenal pensamiento I 
Deja que se pierda impio 
Como el murmuUo de un rio, 

Entre los pliegues del viento. 
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With eyes all vaguely motionless, 
Perhaps my wanderings view 
The dead, with horror and distress, 
As, roused up in their resting-place, 
They look their dark walls through. 

T was not to muse I hither came 

Of nothingness my part: 
Nor of my God, but of a name, 
That deep in characters of flame 

Is writen on my heart 

Pardon, God I the worldly thought 

Nor mark it midst my prayer. 
Grant it to pass, with evil fraught. 
As die the river's mumuritigs brought 
Upon the breezy air. 
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A ESP AN A. 
(JSlegio.) 

I CuIn solitaria la nacion qae un dia 

'Poblara inmensa gente I 
{La nacion cnyo imperio se estendia 

Del ocaso al oriente I 

Lagrimas yiertes, infeliz ahora, 

Soberana del mundo, 
|Y nadie de tn faz encantadora 

Borra el dolor profondo I 

Oscnridad y Into tenebroso 

En ti yertio la mnerte 
Y en sa foror el ddspota safloso 

Se complaeio en tu snerte. 

No perdono lo hermoso, patria mia ; 

Cay 6 el joven guerrero, 

Gayo el anciano, y la Begor impia 

Manej6 placentero. 
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TO SPAIN. 

(An Elegy.) 

How solitary is the nation now 

That peopled countries vast a former day I 
That all beneath her sovereignty to bow, 

From East to West extended once her sway I 

Tears now profuse to shed, unhappy one, 

Queen of the world ! 'tis thine, and from thy face. 

Enchanting yet in sorrow, there is none 
Its overwhelming traces to erase. 

How fatally o'er thee has death pour'd forth 
Darkness and mourning, horrible and great 1 

And the stem despot in his madden'd wrath 
Exulted wildly o'er thy low estate. 

Nothing, or great, or beautiful he spared, 

My country I the young warrior by him fell, 

The veteran fell, and vile his war-axe glared, 

Pleased all its fury o'^v thee to impel. 
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So lai rabia cayo la virgen para 

Del despota sombrio, 
Como eclipsa la rosa sa hermosura 

En el sol del estio. 

I Oh Yosotros, del mando habitadores I 
Contemplad mi tormento : 

^Igualarse podran \ ah 1 que dolores 
Al dolor que yo siento ? 

Yo desterrado de la patria mia, 

De una patria que adoro, 
Perdida miro su primer valla, 

Y sua desgracias Uoro. 

Hijos espiireos y el fatal tirano 

8qs hijos ban perdido. 
Y en campo de dolor su fertil llano 

Tienen jay \ convertido. 

Tendio sus brazos la agitada Espafia, 

Sus hijos implorando ; 
Sus hijos fueron ; mas traidora safia 

Desbarat6 su bando. 

^Qud se hicieron tus muros torreados 

I Oh mi patria querida I 

^Donde fueron' tus heroes esforzados, 

Tu espadia no vendda ? 
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Ev'n the pare maiden fell beneath the rage 

Of the nnpitying despot, as the rose 
Condemn'd the summer's bariing sun, to engage 

Her bloom and beauty withering soon most close. 

Come, I ye inhabiters of the earth, 
And contemplate my misery I can there, 

Tell me, be any foond of mortal birth 

Bearing the sorrows I am doom'd to bear 1 

I wretched, banish'd from my native land. 
Behold, far from the country I adore. 

Her former glories lost and high command. 
And only left her sufferings to deplore. 

Her children have been fatally betrayed 
By treacherous brethren, and a tyrant's power ; 

And these her lovely fertile plains have made 
Fields o'er which lamentations only lower 

Her arms extended wide unhappy Spain, 
Her sons imploring in her deep distress : 

Her sons they were, but her command was rain. 
Unheard the traitor madness to repress. 

Whate'er could then avail thee, tower or wall, 

My country 1 still amid the woes odored ? 

Where were the heroes that could once appal 

The fiercest foe ? where thy unconqaer'd sword f 
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{Ay I de tas hijos en la humilde frente 

Esta el rubor grab9,do : 
A BUS ojos caido tristemente 

£1 llanto esta agolpado. 

TJn tiempo E^aiia fue : cien heroes faeron 
En tiempos de Tentnra, 

Y las naciones timidas la vieron 
Vistosa en hermostira. 

Caal cedro qne en el Llbano se ostenta, 

Sa frente se elevaba ; 
Gomo el tmeno a la virgen amedrenta, 

Sn voz las aterraba. 

Mas ora, como piedra en el deslerto, 
Yaces desamparada, 

Y el gusto desgraciado vaga iucierto 
AUd en tierra apartada, 

Cubren sn antigna pompa 7 poderio 
Pobre yerba y arena, 

Y el enemigo que tembl6 d sn brio 
Burla y goza en su pena. 

Tirgenes, destrenzad la cabellera 

Y dadia al vago viento : 

Acottipafiad con arpa lastimera 

Ml liigobre lamento. 
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Alas I on thy children's humbled brow 

Deeply is shame engraved, and on their eyes, 

Cast down and sorrowfully beating now, 
The tears alone of grief and mourning rise. 

Once was a time for Spain, when she possess'd 
A hundred heroes in her hour of pride ; 

And trembling nations saw her manifest 
Her power and beauty, dazzling by their side. 

As lofty shows itself in Lebanon 

The cedar, so her brow she raised on high ; 
And fell her voice the nations round upon, 

As terrifies a girl the thunders nigh. 

But as a stone now in the desert's wild, 
Thou liest abandoned, and an unknown way 

Through strangers' halls, uncertain where exiled 
The patriot's doom'd unfortunate to stray. 

Her ancient pomp and power are cover'd o'er 
With sand and weeds contemptuous ; and the foe, 

That trembled at her puissance before, 
Now nocks exulting and enjoys her woe. 

Maidens I your flowing locks dishevelFd tear. 

To give them to the wandering winds ; and bring 

Your harps in mournful company to shore 

With me the sorrowM laments I sing. 
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Desterrados {oh Dios I de nuestros lares, 

Lloremos duelo tanto : 
^Qai^n calmara {oh Espafia I tus pesares 

^Qaien secara tu llanto ? 



EL REO DE MUERTB. 

Beclinado sobre el saelo 
Con lenfta amarga agonia, 

Pensando en el triste dia. 
Que pronto amanecera ; 

En silencio gime el reo 

Y el fatal momento espera 
En que el sol por vez postrera 

En sn frente lucira. 

TJn altar y un crucifijo 

Y la enlutada capilla, 
Langnida vela amarilla 

Tifie en sn Inz funeral ; 
Y junto al misero reo, 

Medio encubierto el semblante, 

Se oye al fraile agonizante 

En son confoso rezar. 
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Thus banish'd from oar homes afar away 
Still let us weep our miseries. O I Spain, 

Who shall have power thy torments to allay ? 
Who shall have power to dry thy tears again? 



THE CONDEMNED TO DIB. 

His fonn upon the ground reclined, 

With bitter anguish inward drawn, 
Full of the coming day his mind, 

That, soon will sadly dawn, 
The culprit waits, in silence laid. 

The fatal moments hastening now, 
In which his last sun's light displayed 

Will shine upon his brow. 

O'er crucifix and altar there, 
The chapel cell in mourning hung, 

Prom the dim candle's yellow glare 
A funeral light is flung ; 

^nd by the wretched culprit's «jde, 
His face with hood half cov^cr'd o'er, 

The friar, with trembling voice to guide, 

Is heard his prayers implore, 
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El Fostro leyanta el triste 

Y alza los ojos al cielo ; 
Tal yez eleva en su dnelo 

La suplica de piedad. 
] Una lagrima I ^es acaso 

De temor 6 de amargura ? 
I Ay I & aumentar sn tristora 

Vino un recuerdo qoiza 1 1 I 

Es un joven, y la vida 

Llena de sueiLos de oro, 
Paso ya, cuando aun el Uoro 

De la niflez no enjugo : 
El recuerdo es de la infancia, 

\Y su madre que le Uora, 
Para morir asi ahora 

Con tanto amor le crio ! I 1 
# 

Y 4 par que sin esperanza 
Te ya la muerte en acecho, 

Su corazon en su pecho 

Siente con fuerza latir ; 
Al tiempo que mira al fraile 

Que en paz ya duerme a su lado, 

Y que, ya viejo y postrado, 

Le habra de sobrevivir. 
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His brow then raises, he agskin. 

And slowly Itfts to heaveu his eyes ; 
Perhaps a prayer for mercy fi^ia 

May iu his grief arise. 
A tear flows : whence had that release T 

Was it from bitterness or fear ? 
Perhaps his sorrows to increase 

Some thought to memory dear? 

So yonng I and life, that he had dream'd 

Was full of golden days to glide, 
Is passed, when childhood's tears it seem'd 

As scarcely yet were dried. 
Then on him of his childhood burst 

The thought, and of his mother's woe, 
That he whom she so fondly nursed, 

Was doomed that death to know. 

And while that hopelessly he sees 
His course already death arrest, 

He feels his life's best energies 
Beat strongly in his breast ; 

And sees that friar, who calmly now 
Is laid, with sleep no more to striye, 

With QfgQ so freely doom'd to bow, 

To-morrcw will survive. 
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{Mas qu4 mmor d deshora 
Rompe el silencio ? resaena 

Una alegre cantinela 
Y una guitarra a la par, 

Y gritos 7 de botellas 
Que se chocan el sonido, 

Y el amoroso estallido 

De los besos 7 el danzar. 

Y tambien pronto en son triste 
Liigubre yoz sonara : 

"{Para hacer bien por el alma 
Del que yan a ajusticiar 1" 



Y la voz de los borrachos, 

Y sns brindis, sus quimeras, 

Y el cantar de las rameras, 

Y el desorden bacanal 
En la lugnbre capilla 

Penetran, 7 careajadas 
Gaal de lejos arrojadas 
De la mansion infernal. 

Y tambien pronto en son triste 
Lilgnbre voz sonara : 

''{Para hacer bien por el alma 

Del qje van d ajusticiar." 
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Bat hark I what noise the silence breaks 

Tliis hour unseasonably by ? 
Some one a gay guitar awakes 

And mirthful songs reply ; 
And shouts are raised, and sounds are heard 

Of bottles rattling, and perchance 
Others, remember'd well, concurred 

Of lovers in the dance. 
And then he hears funeral roll, 

Between each pause in accents high, 
" Your alms, for prayers to rest the soul 
of him condemned to die.'' 



And so combined the drunkard's shout, 

The toast, the strifes, and fancies wild 
Of all that Bacchanalian rout, 

With wanton's songs defiled. 
And bursts of idle laughter, reach 

Distinct into the gloomy cell, 
And seem far off ejected each 

The very sounds of hell. 
And then he hears funeral roll 

Between each pause, those accents highi 

"Your alms, for prayers to rest the sonl 

of him condemn'd to die." 
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iMaldicion I al eco infaasto, 

El sentenciado maldijo 
La madre que como a hijo 

A sus pechos le crio ; 
T maldijo el mundo todo, 

Maldijo 8U suerte impla, 
Maldijo el aciago dia 

Y la hora en que naci6. 

Serena la Inna 
Alumbra en el cielo, 
Domina en el suelo 
Profunda quietud ; 
Ni voces se escuchan, 
Ni ronco ladrido, 
Ni tierno quejido 
De amante laud. 

Madrid yace envuelto en sueno, 

Todo al silencio convida, 
Y el hombre duerme y no cuida 

Del hombre que va a espirar ; 
Si tal vez piensa en mailana, 

Ni una vez piensa siquiera 
En el misero que espera 

Para morir, despertar : 
Que sin pena ni cuidado 

Los hombres oyen gritar : 

"I Para hacer bien por el alma 

Del que van a ajusticiar I" 
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He curised them all, as one by one 

The impious echoes each expressed ; 
He cursed the mother as a son 

Who nursed him at her breast : 
The whole world round alike he cursed, 

His evil destiny forlorn, 
And the dark day and hour when first 

That wretched he was bom. 

The moon serene illumes the skies, 
And earth in deepest stillness lies ; 
No so^nd is heard, the watchdog's mute, 
And even the lover's plaintive lute 

Madrid enveloped lies in deep ; 

Repose o'er all its shade has cast. 
And men of him no memory keep 

Who soon will breathe his last. 
Or if perchance one thinks to wake 

At early dawn, no thoughts whatever 
Rise for the wretched being's sake. 

Who death is waiting there. 
Unmoved by pity's kind control. 

Men hear around the funeral qry, 

"Your alms, for prayers to rest thc^ soul 

Of him condemn'd to die." 

55 



JOSk DE SSPBONCEa>A. 

1 Y el jnez tambien en su lecho 

Daerme en paz I I y sn dinero 
, El verdago, placentero, 

Entre suefibs cnenta ya ! I 
Tan solo rompe el silencio 

En la sangrienta plazaela 
El hombre del mal que vela 

Tin cadalso a levantar. 

Loca y confosa la encendida mente, 
Snefios de angnstia y fiebre y devaneo. 
El alma enyaelven del confuso reo, 
Qne inclina al pecho la abatida firente. 

Y en snefios 
Oonfnnde 
La mnerte, 
La yida : 
Becnerda 
Y olvida, 
Snspira, 
Bespira 
Con h6rrido afan. 

Y en nn mnndo de tinieblas 
Yaga y siente miedo y Mo, 

Y en sn horrible desyario 

Palpa en sn cnello en dogal , 
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Sleeps in his bed the jadge in peace ; 

And sleeps and dreams of how his store, 
The executioner, to increase ; 

And pleased he counts it o'er« 
Only the city's silence breaks, 

And destined place of death portrays 
The hardened workman who awakes 

The scaffolding id raise. 



Confused and mad his heated mind, 
With raging feverish dreams combined, 
The culprit's soul exhaustion press'd, 
His head sank heavy on his breast. 



And in his dreams he life and death 
Compounds, remembers, and forgets ; 

And fearful struggling every breath, 
And sigh he gives besets. 



And in a world of darkness seems 

As now to stray ; feels fear and cold. 

And in his horrid madness deems 

The cord his neck infold : 
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Y caanto mas forcejea, 
Cuanto mas lacha y porfia, 

Tanto mas en su agonia 
Aprieta el nudo fatal, 

Y oye roidOy voces, gentes, 

Y aquella voz que dira : 
''{Para hacer bleu por el alma 

Del que yan a ajustieiar !" 

O ya libre se contempla, 

Y el aire puro respira, 

Y oye de amor que suspira 

La mujer que un tiempo amo, 
Bella y dulee cual solia, 

Tierna flor de primayera, 
El amor de la pradera 

Que el abril galan mimo. 

Y gozoso d Terla vuela, 

Y alcanzarla intenta en vano, 
Que al tender la ansiosa mano 

Su esperanza a realizar, 
Su ilusion la desvanece 
De repente el sueno impio, 

Y halla un cuerpo mudo y frio 

Y un cadalso en su lugar : 
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And SO much more, in desperate fight, 

In anguish to escape his lot, 
He strives, with so mnch more the might 

He binds the fatal knot : 
And voices hears, confused the while, 

Of people round, and then that cry, 
" Your alms, for prayers to rest the soul 

Of him condemned to die." 

m 

Or fancies now that he is free ; 

And breathes the fresh pure air, and hears 
Her sigh of love, the maid whom he 

Had loved in happier years : 
Beauteous and kind as e'er of old. 

Sweet flower of spring-time's gay resort, 
As could for love the meads behold, 

Or gallant April court. 

And joyful he to see her flies. 
And seeks to reach her, bat in vain ; 

For as with anzious hands he tries 
His hoped-for bliss to gain, 

The illusion suddenly to break, 
He finds the dream deceitful fled I 

A cdd stiif corpse the shape to take, 

And scaffold in it? stead. 
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Y oye a su lado en son triste 
Liigubre toz resonar : 

''{Para hacer bien por el alma 
Del que van a ajosticiar 1" 



CANCION DEL PIRATA. 

Con diez caiiones por banda, 
Yiento en popa d toda vela, 

No corta el mar, sino vuela 
XJn velero bergantin : 

Bajel pirata qne llaman 

Por su brayura el Temido, 

En todo mar eonocido. 

Del uno al otro confin. 

La Inna en el mar riela, 
En la lona glme el viento 

Y alza en blando movimiento 
Olas de plata y azul ; 

Y ve el capitan pirata, 
Cantaudo alegre en la popa, 
Asia a nn lado, al otro Earopa 

Y alia a su freflte Stambul. 
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And hears the moumfal funeral knoll, 
And hollow voice resounding nigh, 

" Your alms, for prayers to rest the soul 
Of him condemned to die." 



THE SONG OF THE PIRATE. 

The breeze fair aft, all sails on high, 
The guns on each side mounted seen, 

She does not cut the sea, but fly, 
A iJwiftly sailing brigantine ; 

A pirate bark, the "Dreaded'' named, 

For her surpassing boldness famed, 

On every sea well known and shore, 

From side to side their boundaries o'er. 

The moon in streaks the waves illumes, 

Hoarse groans the wind the rigging through ; 

In gentle motion raised assumes 
The sea a silvery shade with blue ; 

While singing gaily on the poop, 

The pirate Captain, in a group. 

Sees Europe here, there Asia lies. 

And Stjbamboul in the front arise. 
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" Navega, velero mio, 

Sin temor, 
Que ni enemigo navio, 

Ni tormenta, ni bonanza 
Ta rumbo a torcer alcanza, 

Ni a sujetar tu valor. 

" Veinte presas 
Hemos hecho 
A despecho 
Del ingles, ^ 

Y ban rendido 
Sus pendones 
Cien naciones 
A mis pies. 

" Que es mi barco mi tesoro, 
Que es mi Dios la libertad, 
Mi ley la fueiza y el viento, 
Mi unica patria la mar. 

" Alia muevan feroz guerra 

Ciegos reyes 
Por un palmo de tierra : 

Que yo tengo aqui por mio 
Cuanto abarca el mar bravio, 

A quien nadie impuso leyes. 

" Y no hay playa, 
Sea cualquiera, 
Ni bandera 
De esplendor, 
Que no sienta 
Mi derecho, 

Y de pecho 
A mi valor. 

" Que es mi barco mi tesoro, etc. 
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Sail on, my swift one ! nothing fear ; 

.Nor calm, nor storm, nor foeman's force 
Shall make thee yield La thy career, 

Or turn thee from thy course. 
Despite the English cruisers fleet 

We have full twenty prizes made ; 
And see their flags beneath my feet 

A hundred nations laid. 
My treasure is my gallant bark, 
My only god is liberty ; 
My law is might, the wind my mark, 
My country is the sea. 

There blindly kings fierce wars maintain. 
For palms of land, when here I hold 

As mine, whose power no laws restrain, 
Whatever the seas infold. 

Nor is there shore around whate'er. 
Or banner proud, but of my might 

Is taught the valerous proofs to bear, 
And made to feel my right. 

My treasure is my gallant bark, 

My only god is liberty ; 

My law is might,4he wind my mark, 

My country is the sea. 
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" A la voz de 'jbarco viene 1' 

Es de ver 
Como vira y se previene 

A todo trapo a escapar ; 
Que yo soy el rey del mar, 

Y mi furia es de temer. 

'' En las presas 
Yo divido 
Lo cojido 
For igaal : 
Solo quiero 
Por riqueza 
La belleza 
Sin rival. 

Que es mi barco mi tesoro, 
Que es mi Dios la libertad, 
Mi ley la fuerza y el viento, 
Mi liniea patria la mar. 

"|Sentenciado estoy d muerte I 

Yo me rio ; 
No me abandone la suerte, 

Y al mismo que me condena, 
Colgare de alguna entena, 

Quiza en su propio navio. 

"Y si caigo, 
^Que es la vida ? 
Por perdida 
Ya la di, 
Cuando el yugo 
Del esclavo, 
Como un bravo 
Sacudi. 

" Que es mi barco mi tesoro, etc. 
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JOSk DE SSPRONCEDA. 

Look when a ship our signals ring, 

Pull sail to fly how quick she's yeer'd I 
For of the seQ. I am the king, 

My fury 's to be fear'd ; 
But equally with all I share 

Whatever the wealth we take supplies ; 
I only seek the matchless fair 

My portion of the prize. 
My treasure is my gallant bark, 
My only god is liberty ; 
My law is might, the wind my mark, 
My country is the sea. 

I am condemned to die I I laugh ; 

For if my fates are kindly sped, 
My doomer from his own ship's staff 

Perhaps I'll hang instead. 

And if I fall, why what is life ? 

For lost I gave it then as due, 
When from slavery's yoke in strife 

A rover I withdrew. 

My treasure is my gallant bark, 

My only god is liberty ; 

My law is might, the wind my mark. 

My country is the sea. 
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"Son mi miisica mejor 

Aquilones : 
El estrepito y temblor 

De los cables sacudidos 
Del negro mar los bramidos 

Y el rugir de mis ca&ones. 

" f del trueno 
Al son violento, 
y del viento 
Al rebramar, 
Yo me daermo 
Sosegado, 
ArruUado 
Por el mar. 

" Que es mi barco mi tesoro, 
Qae es mi Dios la libertad, 
Mi ley la fuerza y el viento, 
Mi linica patria la mar." 



A JARIFA EN UNA ORGf A. 

Trae, Jarifa, trae tu mano. 
Yen y posala en mi frente, 

Que en un mar de lava hirviente 
Mi cabeza siento arder. 

Yen y junta con mis labios 
Esos labios que me irritan, 

Dond« "aun los besos palpitan 

De tus amantes de ayer. 
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My music is the north wind's roar, 

The noise when round the cable runs, 
The bellowings of the Black Sea's shore, 

And rolling of my guns. 
And as the thunders loudly sound, 

And furious as the tempests rave, 
I calmly rest in sleep profound, 

So rock'd upon the wave. 

My treasure is my gallant bark. 

My only god is liberty ; 

My law is might, the wind my mark, 

My country is the sea. 



TO HARIFA. 

(In an Orgy,) 

Thy hand, Harifa 1 bring it me ; 

Come near, and place it on my brow ; 
As on some lava's boiling sea 

I feel my head is burning now. 
Come, bring with mine thy lips to meet, 

Though they but madden me astray, 
Where yet I find the kisses heat, 

There left thy lo^es of yesterday 
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JOSk DE E8PR0KGKDA. 

^Qud la virtud, la pureza ? 

iQue la verdad y el carifio? 
Meutida ilusiou de iiifio 

Que halago mi juventud. 
Dadme vino : en el se ahogaen 

Mis recuerdos : aturdida 
Sin sentir huya la vida ; 

Faz me traiga el ataud. 

El sudor mi rostro quema, 

Y en ardiente sangre rojos 
Brillan inciertos mis ojos, 

Se me salta el corazon. 
Huye, mujer; te detesto, 

Siento tu mano en la mia, 
Y tu mano siento fria, 

Y tus besos hielos son. 

I Siempre igual I Necias mujeres, 
: Inventad otras caricias, 
Otro mundo, otras delicias, 

O maldito sea el placer. 
Yuestros besos son mentira, 

Meutira vuestra ternura, 

Es fealdad vuestra hermosora, 

Vuestro gozo es padecer. 
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JOfSk BE mPBO^GSDA. 

What is virtue, wjiat is joy, 

Or love, or purity, or truth ? 
The false illusions of a boy, 

The cherished flatteries of my youth. 
Then bring me wine ; there let me try 

KemeiQbrance drown'd to hold repress'd. 
Without a pang from life to fly ; 

A frenzy death may give me rest. 

Overspreads my face a burning flood, 
And red and glaring wildly start 

My eyes forth out in heated blood, 
And forth leaps restlessly my heart. 

Woman I I hate thee ; fly thee — go : 
,1 fe61 thy hands my hands infold, 

w 

And feel them freezing, cold as snow, 
As snow thy kisses are as cold. 

Ever the same, try, tempters weak ! 

Other endearments to enthral ; 
Another world, new {>leasures seek, 

For such yo«r joys I curse them all. 
Your kisses are a lie ; a cheat 

Is all the tenderness yon feign ; 

Your beauty ugly in deceit^ 

The enjoyment suffering and pain. 
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JPS£ DE ESFRONGEDA. 

Yo quiero amor, quiero gloria, 

Qoiero nn deleite divino, 
Como en mi mente imajino, 

Como en el mundo no hay ; • 
Y es la loz de aqnel luccro 

Que engajio mi fantasia, 
Faego fatuo, false gnia 

Qne errante y ciego me trae. 

jFor qne murio para el placer mi alma, 

Y vive aiin para el dolor impio ? 
^For qui si yazgo en indolente calma, 

Siento, en lugar de paz, drido hastio ? 
^For qne este inquieto, abrasador deseo 7 

jFor qne este sentimiento estrafio y Tago, 
Qne yo mismo conozco nn deraneo, . 

Y bnsco aiin sn sednctor halago ? 

jFor qn^ aiin fingirme amores y placeres 
Qne cierto estoy de que serdn mentira ? 

jFor qne en pos de fantasticas mnjeres 
Necio tal vez mi corazon delira, 

Si luegOy en vez' de prados y de flores, 
Halla desiertos dridos y abrojos, 

Y en sns sandios 6 lubricos amores 

Fastidio solo encontrara 4 enojos ? 
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I wish for love, ethereal, high, 

For some dt^iner joy my lot ; 
For such my heart will imaged sigh, 

For such as in the world is not. 
And 't is that meteor light afar. 

The phantom that deceived my mind, 
The treacherous guide, the vapour star, 

That leads me wandering and blind. 

Why is my soul for pleasure dead, 

And yet alive to grief and care ? 
Why doom'd in listless stupor laid 

This arid loathing still to bear ? 
Why this consuming wild desire, 

This restless passion vague and strange ? 
That well I know I rave, 't is fire. 

Yet plunge in its deceitful range. 

Why do I dream of love and joy. 
That I am sure a lie will prove ? 

Why where fantastic charms decoy. 
Will thus my heart delirious move. 

If soon it finds for meads and flowers, 
But arid wastes and tangled thorns. 

And soon a loathing rage o'erpowers 

The mad or mournful love it scorns 7 
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JOSi; OS E9FR0NCS0A. . 

Yo me arroj6, cnal rapido cometa. 
En alas de mi ardiente fantasia : 

Do qoier mi arrebatada mente inqaieta 
Dicbas y triunfos encontrar creia. 

Yo me lanze con atrevido yuelo 
Faera del mondo en la region etdrea, 

Y balle la dada, y el radiente cielo 
Yi convertirse en iiasion aerea. 

Lnego en la tierra la virtad, la gloria 
Busque cou ansia y delirante amor, 

Y hediondo polvo y deleznable escoria 
Mi fatigado espiritu encontr6. 

Mujeres vi de yirginal limpieza 
Entre albas nubes de celeste lambre ; 

Yo las toque, y en hamo sn pareza 
Trocarse vi, y en lodo y podredombre. 

Y encontre mi ilasi<m desvanedda 

Y etemo e insaeiable mi deseo : 
Palpe la reaUdad y odie la vida ; 

Solo en la paz de los sepolcros creo. 

Y busco aun y busco codicioso 

Y aiin deleites el alma finge y quiere: 

Pregunto, y on acento pavoroso 

'' ; Ay ! ma responde, desespera y mnere. 
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Flung as a rapid comet wide, 

On ardent fancy's wings I flew, 
Where'er my wayward mind espied 

Or joys, or triumphs to pursue. 
I launched myself, in daring flight. 

Beyond the world through heavenward space, 
And found but doubt, and all so bright 

That seem'd illusive proved the chase. 

• 

Then on the earth I anxious sought 

For virtue, glory, love sublime ; 
And my worn spirit found there nought 

But fetid dust and loathsome slime. 
Mid clouds with heavenly hues o'ercast 

Women of virgin lustre shone ; 
I saw, I touch'd them, and they pass'd, 

And smoke and ashes left alone. 

I found the illusion fled ; but rife, 
TJnquench'd desires their longings crave ; 

I felt the real, I hated life. 

And peace believed but in the grave. 

And yet I seek, and anxious seek, 
For pleasures still I ask and sigh, 

And hear dread accents answering speak, 

" Unhappy one 1 despair, and die. 
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JOSk DB X8PR0NCia>A. 

" Muere, infeliz : la vida es on tormento, 

Un engafio el placer : no hay en la tierra 
Paz para ti, ni dicha, ni contento, 

Sino eterna ambicion j eterna guerra. 
" Que asi castiga Dios el alma osada, 

Que aspira loca, en sa delirio insano, 
De la verdad para el mortal velada 

A descabrir el insondable arcano." 

1 Oh 1 cesa ; no, yo no quiero 

Yer mas, ni saber ya nada : 
Harta mi alma y postrada, 

Solo anhela descansar. 
En mi maera el sentimiento, 

Pues ya mario mi ventura, 
Ni el placer ni la tristnra 

Yaelvan mi pecho a turbar. 

Pasad, pasad en optica ilusoria 
Y otras jovenes almas engaflad : 

Nacaradas imajines de gloria 

Coronas de oro y de laurel, pasad. 

Pasad, pasad, mujeres voluptuosas. 
Con danza y algazara en confusion ; 

Pasad como visiones vaporosas 

Sin conmover ni herir mi corazon. 
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J0S6 DE SSFBONGSDA. 

" Die : life is torment, joj a cheat, 

Hope not for good on earth for thee. 
But fruitless struggles look to meet. 

In thy vain longings endlessly I 
For so God punishes the soul 

That in its madness dares espy 
The unfathom'd secrets of the scroll 

Of truth, denied to mortal eye 1" 

O I cease : no more I ask to know. 

No more to see : my soul oppressed 
Is humbly bow'd, and prostrate low, 

Now only asks, and longs for rest 
In me let feeling then lie dead. 

Since died my hopes of happiness, 
Nor joys, nor griefe be o'er me spread 

My soul returning to depress. 

Pass, as in magic optic glass, 
And other youthful hearts deceive, 

Bright images of glory I pass. 
That crowns of gold and laurel weave. 

Pass, ye voluptuous fair ones, on I 
With dance and mirthful songs attuned, 

Like vaporous visions, pass, begone I 

No more, my heart, to move or wound. 
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Los brindis j el estraeado del festin, 
Y huya la noche j me sorprenda el dia 
En on letargo estiipido j sin fin.. 

Ven, Jarifa; tii has sufrido 

Oomo yo; tu nnnca Uoras; 
Mas (ay triste t qne no ignoras 

Cuan amarga es mi afliccion. 
Una misma es nuestra pe&a, 

Sn vano el llanto eontienes . . . 
Tu tambien, como yo, tienes 

DesgarradiO el corazon. 
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JOSi: DE ESPRONGEDA. 

And let the dance, and festal din, 

O'er my revolted fancy reign, 
And fled the night, see morn begin. 

Surprised in senseless stupor's chain. 

Harifa, come I Like me, this woe 

Thou too hast borne I Thou ne'er dost weep I 
But, ah I how wretched 'tis to know 

Feelings so bitter and so deep I 
The same our sufferings and care ; 

In yain thou hold'st thy tears apart ; 
Like me thou also hast to bear 

A wounded and an aching heart ! 
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FRANCISCO MARTINEZ DE LA ROSA. 



EPfSTOLA AL DUQUE DE FRIAS. 

(En la muerte de la Duqiusai) 

Desde las tristes, margenes del Sena, 
Cabierto el cielo de apifiadas nubes, 

De nieve el cielo, 7 de tristeza el alma, 
Salad te envia ta infeliz amigo, 

A ti mas infeliz I . . . y ni le arredra 
El temor de tocar la cruda Uaga, 

Qae aun brota sangre, 7 de mirar tns ojos 
Bafiarse en nnevas lagrimas . . . ^Qae faera 

Si no llorara el hombre ? . . . Yo mil veces 
He bendecido a Dios que nos dio el llanto 

Para aliviar el corazon, cual vemos 
Oalmar la Unvia al mar tempestaoso. 

Llora pues, llora: otros amigos fieles, 

De mas saber 7 de ma7or ventura, 

De la estatica virtad en tas oidos 

Haran sonar la voz; 70 qae en el mundo 
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EPISTLE TO THE DUKE OF FRIAS. 

(On the death of the Duchess. ) 

From the dark gloomy borders of the Seine, 
Where with black clouds around the heaven extends, 

The earth o'erwhelm'd with snow, the heart with pain, 
Thee thy unhappy friend his greeting sends ; 

To thee still more unhappy I nor deters 

Him ey'n the fear to touch the wounds unheaPd, 

Yet bleeding sore, or see thee how it stirs 
Fresh tears to bathe thine eyes thy sorrows yield. 

What would he be, if man were not to weep ? 

A thousand times I've thanked our God, who gave 
The heart to soothe its griefs in tears to steep ; 

As rain we see subdue the raging wave. * 

Weep then, ay, weep ! others, and abler friends 
As faithful with success may in thine ears 

Make heard the voice that stoic virtue lends ; 
But I who in the woHd my cup of tears 
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Del caliz de amargara una rez j otra 
Apnre hasta las heceSi no halle nanca 

Mas alivio al dolor qae el dolor mismo; 
Hasta qae ya cansada sin aliento, 

Lnchando el alma j relachando en yano, 
Bajo el inmenso peso se rendia . . . 

^Lo creeras, earo amigo ? . . . Llega nn tiempo 
En qae gastados del dolor los filos, 

Ese afan, esa angastia, esa congoja, 
Traecanse al fin en pl^ida tristeza; 

Y en ella absorta, embebecida el alma, 
Bepliegase en si misma silenciosa, 

Y ni la dicha ni el placer envidia. 

Tu dudas qne asi sea: y yo otras veoes 
Lo dnde oomo tii; jozgaba eterna 
Wi profanda afliccion, y graye insolto 

Anonciarme qne an tiempo fin tendna . . . 

Y le tayo: de Dios a los mortales 
Es esta otra merced; que asi tan solo 
• Entre tantaa deadicbas y miseriaSi 

Sofirir pudieranlacansada yida. 
Espera pues: da credito 4 mis yoces, 

Y fiate de mi . . . ^Qoi^n en el mondo 

Gompr6 tan cafo el triste priyilegio 
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Oft to the dregs have draia'd, no core could fimd 
For grief, bat what from grief I might derive ; 

When with vain straggling tired, the powerless mind 
Sabmissive ceased beneath the weight to striye. 

Dear friend I wilt thon belieye me ? time will' come, 
When the sharp edge of sorrow worn away, 

That grief and angaish now so bordensome, 
At length a placid sadness will allay ; 

In which absorbed, at yet o'erwhelm'd, the sool 

Folds itself up all silently to bear ; 
Nor seeks, nor envies, as around they roll, 

The world's delights or pleasores more to share. 

Thon doaVst perchance ; and once there was a time 
I also doubted it ; and endless thought 

My deep affliction, and insulting crime 
To tell me to an end it could be brought. 

And yet it was ! for so from God to man 

That is another mercy, which alone, 
Amidst so many woes, 'tis his to scan, 

Aids him this weary life to suffer on. 

Hope then, believe my words, and trust in me : 

Who in this worid the unhappy privilege 
Has bought so dear to speak of misery ? 

These many days that saw it me assiege, 
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De hablar de la desdicha ? . . En tantos -afios, 
^Yiste UQ dia siqaiera, un solo dia, 

En que no me mirases vil jagaete 
De un destino fatal, cual debil rama 

Que el haracan arranca, 7 por los aires 
La remonta nn instante, y contra el snelo 

Le arroja laego y la revaelca impio ? . . . 
Lo se: contra los golpes de la snerte, 

Gaando solo en nosotros los descarga, 

El firme corazon opone escudo, 
Mas no acontece asi . . . ^Y acaso piensas 

Que no he perdido nnnca a qnien amaba 

Mas que i mi propia yida ? . . . Si an momento 
Te da tregna el dolor, yaeke los ojos 

A nn hnerfano infeliz, enfermo, triste, 
Solo en el mondo, sin tener ya apenas 

A qnien llorar . . . que a todos en la tumba 
Unos tras otros los hnndi6 la mnerte. 

En la misma estacion (^Yes? tn desgracia 
Ha vnelto a abrir mi dolorosa herida) 

Perdi una madre tierna, idolatrada, 

Mi dicha y mi consuelo; tras sus huellas 

Mi triste padre descendio & la tumba; 

Y abrazados bajaron, de consuno 
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Saw -me no day bat as the plaything vile 
Of a dire fate, that like a shrab amain 

The horricane tears up, and raised awhile 
It fiercely dashes to the earth again. 

I know it trne, against the blows of fate, 
When that against ourselves they only glance^ 

The firm heart shielded can withstand its hate ; 
But so it is not oft : and thou, perchance, 

Mayst think I never one have lost I loved 
More than my life. If sorrow will give truce 

Thee for a moment, turn thine eyes disproved 
To an unhappy orphan, weak, recluse 

And sorrowing solitary in the world, 
Without scarce one to whom to weep his woe ; 

For to the grave relentless death had hurPd, 
One after one, all he was bom to know. 

In the same season, thou wilt see sufficed 
Thy loss to open forth the wounds I bear, 

I lost a mother kind, and idolized. 
My joy, and comforter in every care ; 

On her steps my reaved father to the grave 

Soon foUow'd, and both sank overwhelmed in tears, 

Calling my name afar ; the cries they gave 

Fell on my heart, and not upon my ears. 
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Pronimciancto mi nombre, que a lo l^jos 
Sono en mi corazon, no en mis oidos . . 

Gorri, yoie, Uegae; mas ya fhe en yano: 
La fatal losa a entrambos cobijaba; 

Y para, colmo de pesar y angostia; 
Aon encontre la tierra remoyidal 

Tu has ballado, si es dable, mas consoelos 
£n ta graye afliccion . . . Aonqae rebelde 

Se ynelya contra mi tu pena misma, 

Per fnerza has de escuchar mi yoz seyera, 

Que no adnlo jamas a la fortuna, 
Ni ahora adnla al dolor. — Tu entre desgrada 

Hallaste mil consuelos, que la suerte 
€ruelmente me nego : yiste a tu esposa 

Y la cuidaste en su dolencia estrema; 
Tu lecibiste su postrer suspiro; 

Tii estrechaste su mano; tii la yiste 
Tender & ti los brazos, y cual prenda 

En los tuyos dejar su amada hija . . . 
Pero yo propio, sin querer, ahondo 

El puftal en tu pecno, renoyando 

Ante tu yista la funesta imagen 

De la noche fatal, en que aun lachaba 

La yida con la muerte . . . Ya sus penas 
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I ran, I flew, I came, but all in vain : 
Both now beneath the fatal stone reposed, 

And I my height of anguish to attain, 
But found the covering earth yet newly closed. 

Thou in thy grave affliction more hast found 

Thee to consold, if possible ; (how turn 
Rebels against me thy own woes around t 

From my rude voice perforce thou hast to leani 

That he who fortune flatter'd not before, 
Will neither flatter grief) thou in thy loss 

Hast found a thousand comforts, which forbore 
My cruel fate to grant my path across ; 

Thou soothing saw'st thy wife in her last pains ; 

Her last sigh couldst receive ; couldst press her hands, 
Her arms raised to thee, and her pledge remains 

In thine, her daughter still thy love demands. 

But I, not wkhing it, am in thy breast 

A dagger striking, thus again to view 
That fatal night's dark image to suggest, 

When life with death its fearful struggles drew. 

Now endea are her pains, for ever o'er 1 

Herself she pray'd for it, with pious eyes 

To heaven, and hope, amidst the pangs she bore. 

Shone on her brow serene in death to rise. 
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Para siempre acabaron: ella misma, 
Yueltos al cielo los piadosos ojos, 

Se lo rogo en sa anguKtia; y la esperanza 
Brillo al morir en sa serena frente. 

{ Oh, si nos faera dado del sepalcro 
Fenetrar los arcanosl . . . jCuantas Yeces 

Nuestro acerbo dolor se templarial 

En este mismo instante, en que lamentos 

De tu misera esposa el fatal hado, 

^Quien te ha dicho, infeliz, que mas dichosa 
No este gozando de eternal ventura ? 

\ Callas, 7 sobre el pecho la cabeza 

Dejas caerl ... No ealles, no; responde: 

Sondea, si te atreves, el abismo 
Qae de tu amada* esposa te separa; 

Cruza la eternidad; y luego dime 

En donde esta, si es misera 6 dichosa, 

Si pide Into 6 parabien. 
No ha macho 

(Ati contarlo paedo ; alegres otros 

Kiyeran de mi triste desvario) 

Hallandome en la orilla cantadora 

Del mar tirreno, la ciadad dejaba, 

Madre de los placeres; y a Pompeya 
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! were it given ns to penetrate, 
The secrets of the tomb, how oft our grief, 

Would it iiot soften down, however great 1 
In this^ame moment who of the belief 

Could not assure thee, while thou dost lament, 
Unhappy, thy lost wife's untimely doom^ 

That she is there enjoying permament 

A lot more happy than this side the tomb ? 

Thou, silent, lowly bendest down thy head ; 

But thou mayst not be silent ; answer me ; 
Sound, if thou darest it, the abyss to tread, 

That separates thy lost loved wife from thee. 

Take through eternity thy course, and then 
Tell me of where she is, what is her state ? 

Happy or miserable ? or again. 
We should rejoice in, or lament her fate ? 

To thee I may repeat it, others gay 
Will laugh at my dark fancy ; not long past 

The time I was by that enchanting bay 
Of the Tyrrhenian sea ; the city vast. 

Mother of pleasures, I forsook, and bent, 

Absorbed, my feeble steps, where lowly lies 

Pompeii ; palaces with gardens blent 

And fountains brilliant, shone before my eyes ; 
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La d^bil planta absorto dirigia . . . 

Faentes, jardines, quintas y palaeios 
A mis ojos brillaban; mas la mente 

Penetraba mas hondo, y poco d poc^ 

^e iba estrechando el corazon ... las flores 
Entre lava nacian ; y esos pueblos. 

Hoy ricos, floreeientes, ocaltaban 
Otros pueblos felices algun dia, 

Labrados sobre otros que ya fueron. 

Llegaba al fin a divisar los muros 
De la ciudad desterta; y ya annneiaban 

Que fue un tiempo morada de los homores 

Los sepolcros que c»rlaban la ancba via: 
A su mismo descansa el pasajero; 

Que ellos le dan sombra y reposo. . . Al cabo^ 
A las pn^tas tocaba; y en su liftde 

El yacilante pie se detenia, 

Cnal si temiese profanar oeado 
La mansion de los muertos. Ni un acento, 

Ni una yoz, qI un murmullo . . . basta parece 

Que el eco esta alli bmi^, y no rospcmde. 

Cruzaba lento- las estrechas calles 
Sin huella haoiaaBa; porticos y ^azas 

Sin un solo Tiviente; en pie los muros, 



nuiTGisco MAxnsnsz se ul boaa. 

Bat deeper penetrates the mind, and sad, 
Slowly along I went with heavy heart : 

Flowers amid lava grew 1 and rich, and glad 
To-day the scenes on every side impart 

The towns and villages, which others hide 
That stood as happy there a former day ; 

Those now that flourish built up by the side 
Of some forgotten that have pass'd away. 

At length I came where we the walls descry 
Of the deserted city, which the abode 

Proclaimed it was of men in times gone by ; 
Their sepulchres stood bordering the road I 

There for a resting-place the traveller stays, 
For shade and for repose : the gate now gain'd, 

Awhile the vacillating foot delays 
To enter, as if fearing it profaned 

To bold the mansions of the dead. No word, 
No sound, no murmur. It would seem that there 

Ev'n echo's self is mute, no answer heard 1 
Slowly I through the narrow streets repair 

Without a human footstep I Porticos 

And plazas by no living beings trod, 

Walls with deserted hearths, and temples rose 

And altars without victims or a God. 
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Desiertos los hogares; y en los templos 
I Que pequeno, que misero y mezquino 

El mundo ante mis ojos parecia 

Cuando me hallaba alii ! . . . Sonrisa amarga 

Asomaba A mis labios, recordando 

La ambicion de los hombres, sus venganzas, 
Sus proyectos sin fin: un breve soplo 

Sus bienes y sus males, como el humo 

Disipa; y la ceniza a cubrir basta 
Una inmensa ciudad, cual leve polvo 

Cubre un vil hormiguero . . . 
Asi abismodo 

En tristes reflecciones, recorria 

Aquel Tasto recinto silencioso, 
Cual una sombra yaga entre sepulcros: 

Los lazos que me ataban a la tierra, 

Aflojarse sentia; y llbre el alma 
Lanzabase, dejando atras los siglos, 

Al espacio sin limites ... ; Si vieras 
Lo que es la triste vida, comparada 

A aquella inmensidad! De cierto, amigo, 

Cuajadas en tus ojos quedarian 
Esas copiosas lagrimas que viertes ; 

Y en la tierra fijandolos, tii propio 

AUi vieras el termino a los males; 

El descanso y la paz, de que ya goza 

La que tii Upras; tii que por el suelo 

Airastras como yo la dura carga 
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How little, mean and miserable seem'd 
The world before mine eyes, when there I stood 1 

A bitter smile upon my features gleam'd, 
To think of man's ambition, schemes of blood, 

And projects without end, when by a blast, 
Like smoke, their good and evil are represt ; 

Ashes a mighty city overcast. 
As light dust covers o'er some poor ants' nest I 

Thus wrap'd in mournful thoughts, I paced along 

That vast and silent precinct, as behind 
Roves some unbodied the tombs among ; 

The ties me yet to this low earth that bind 

I felt to loosen , and the soul set free 

Launch'd itself forth, ev'n into endless space, 
Leaving behind it ages. — Couldst thou see 

What is this wretched life ; compared its trace 

With that immensity, most surely, friend. 
In thine eyes would remain congeal'd those tears, 

Which now profuse thou shedd'st, and thou wonldst bend 
Down on the earth thy gaze, where soon appears, 

Thyself mnst see, the end of all our toil ; 

The rest that she enjoys beyond the sky. 

For whom thou weepst, whilst o'er this care-worn soQ 

Dragging life's heavy burden, as do I. 
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Mas en tanto qae el cielo te concede 
Yolverte a unir d tu adorada esposa, 

Consagra ^ su memoria los instantes 
Que de ella ausente estes; y sa recnerdo 

Tu corazon anime ; j en tus labios 
Resuene siempre su apaeible nombre . . . 

jNi como de tu esposa olvidarias 
El claro ingenio, el alma generosa, 

La divina beldad, dotes preciados 

Que rara vez el niundo admiro unidos! 

Mas yo te veo hacia el opaco bosque 
De cipreses y adelfas caminando, 

Pendiente de tu diestra una corona 
De tristes siemprevivas; y los ojos 

Apeiias alzas, desubrir temiendo 
El mouumento de perpetua pena 

Que de tu esposa las cenizas guarda . . . 

Tanto infeliz como acorrio piadosa, 
Tanto huerfano pobre y desvalido 

De que fue tierna madre, los que un dia 

Su bondad y sus prendas admiraron 
En largas filas, sllenciosos, mustios, 

Tus pasos lentamente van siguiendo, 
Y cercan su sepulcro ... ^No los oyes ? 

6uy«is son los tristisimos sollozos, 

Suyas las quejas y el confuso Uanto 
Qae intemunpen las fiinebres plegarias . . . 
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Yet till 'tis granted thee ta meet again 
Thy lost adored, the moments consecrate 

Of absence to her memory that remain : 
Thy heart let her remembrance animate ; 

Let thy lips ever her dear name repeat : 
Nor how forget that clear ingenuous mind, 

That heavenly beauty, generous soul, to meet 
So rare I the world admired such gifts combined. 

But now I see thee to the dusky grove 

Of cypress and rose-bay trees take thy way ; 

On thy right hand a crown is hanging, wove 
Of mournful everlastings ; nor astray 

Thine eyes scarce raising, fearing to behold 

The monument of thine eternal grief, 
That guards her ashed I Different she consoled, 

Hastening in charity, as for relief 

The poor unhappy and the orphans knew ! 

For whom she ever showed a parent's care : 
They who partook her gifts and kindness true. 

Now in long files and slow, thy griefs to share 

Silent and mournful on thy steps attend, 

Around her tomb ; dost thOu not hear them ? theirSi 

Theirs are the tearful sol^ngs that ascend. 

And cries that inteitupt the funeral prayers. 
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Yo aqni no tengo, para ornar su tnmba, 
Ni una flor que enyiarte: que las flores 

No nacen entre el hielo; y si naciesen, 
Solo al tocarlas yo se marchitaran. 



CANCION bAQXJICA. 

En coro cantemos, 
Bulcisimo vino, 
Tu influjo divino, 
Tu grato favor. 

A influjo tan grato 
No hay firme recato, 

Ni puerta, ni muro, 
Ni alcazai seguro, 

Ni dudas, ni zelos, 
Ni esquivo rigor. 

Coro. 

Por ti la doncella 
Se ostenta mas bella; 

La grave matrona 
De hermosa blasona. 

La triste viuda 

Se enciende en amor. 
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Not ev'n a flower to deck her sepulchre, 
Have I to send thee I flowers may not be grown 

To bud in beds of ice ; or if they were, 
They soon would wither at my touch alone. 



BACCHANALIAN. 

In chorus we sing, of wine, sweet wine, 
Its power benign, and its flavour divine. 

Against power so sweet 

No guard is secure, 
Nor gate, nor yet wall. 

Nor will castle endure. 
Nor doubtings, nor watchings, 

How strict or demure. 

Chorus. 

With thee the fair maiden 

Shows herself fairer, 
With thee has the matron 

New beauty to glare her ; 
Ev'n the sad widow 

Finds love an ensnarer. 

Ghoms. 
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Gontigo festiva 

No sieate el caatiyo 
Tormentos ni penas, 

Ni duras cadenas; 
Y en placido encanto 

Se igaala al sefior. 

Coro. 



Conti^ el piloto 
Se burla del Noto; 

T al eco del trueno 
Cantando sereno, 

Del viento j las olas 
Desprecia el furor. 

Coro. 



Tii maeves el labio 
Del necio 7 del sabio; 

Tii arrancas del seno 
La hiel y veneno 

Que esconde la envidia, 

Qae oooltik el Eenooc. 

Goto. 
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With thee the poor oaptivc, 
Though heavy his ehaias, 

Ne'er feels in his feasting 
Or torments or pains, 

But a place with his lord 
As an equal he gains. 

Chorus. 



With thee the poor seaman 

The South wind defies, 
While echoes the thunder 

He singing replies, 
And of winds and the waves 

Will the fury despise. 

Chorus. 



Thou hast power o'er the lip 
Of the fool and the sage, 

From the breast to root out 
Gall, venom and rage. 

What rancour and envy 

Would hide to assuage. 

Chorus. 
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Contigo el cobarde 
De aliento hace alarde; 

El vil codicioso 
Se ostenta garboso; 

El debil anciano 
Recobra vigor. 

Coro. 

Tus puros colores 

Envidian las flores; 
Tu esencia olorosa 

La mirra preciosa; 
La mlel de romero 

Ta dulce sabor. 

Coro. 

Los males y penas 

A olvido condenas; 
Las dichas fugaces 

Eternas las haces; 
Y al hado futuro 

Le robas su horror. 

En coro cantemos, 
Dulcislmo vino, 
Tu influjo divino 

Tu grato favor. 
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With thee will the coward 
Of courage make show, 

The niggard so vile 

Learn bounteous to grow, 

And the feeble and old 
Fresh vigour to know. 

Chorus. 



Thy color so pure. 

Outrivals the flowers, 
Thy odorous essence 

The rich myrrh's showers, 
The rosemary honey 

Thy taste overpowers. 

Chorus. 



Oblivion thou givest 
To troubles and sorrow, 

Joys fleeting a show 
Of eternal to borrow. 

And robb'st of its horror 
The fate of to-morrow. 

In chorus we sing, of wine, sweet wine. 

Its power benign, and its flavour divine. 
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LA ALHAMBRA. 

YsNiD a mis Yoces, doncellas hermosafi 
Que hollaii? la libera del Dauro j Genii: 

Yenid coronadas de sandalo 7 rosas, 
Mas puras, mas frescas que el aura de Abril. 

Flotando en la espalda los negros cabellos. 

Los ojos de faego, los labios de miel. 
La tiinica suelta^ desnudos los cnellos, 

Gantando de amores segoidme al vergeL 

Arnor resonargi las gmtas del rio; 

Amor en las selvas canto el roiseflor; 
Amor las montafias, el bosqne sombrio. 

La tierra, los cielos repiten amor. 

Y alia en el Alcazar, orgnllo del moro. 
Que ya de tres siglos la mano armind, 

Bodando en los mnros de marmoles 7 pro, 
Tin sordo mnrmullo de amor resono . . . 

jQad se bizo sn gloria, sa pompa, su encanto, 

Los trionfos 7 empresas de tanto galan 7 

^Las caflas 7 fiestas, la miisica 7 canto, 

Jaidines 7 bafios 7 fuentes do estan ? 
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THE ALHAMBRA. 

Come to my bidding, gentle damsels fair, 
That haunt the banks of Dooro and Genii I 

Come, crowned with roses in your fragrant hair, 
More fresh and pure than April balms distil I 

With long, dark locks adown your shoulders straying ; 

With eyes of fire, and lips of honeyed power ; 
Uncinctured robes, the bosom bare displaying, 
Let songs of love escort me to the bower. 

With love resounds the murmur of the stream ; 

With love the nightingale awakes the grove ; 
O'er wood and mountain love inspires the theme, 

And earth and heaven repeat the strain of love. 

Even there, where,, 'midst the Alcazar's Moorish pride, 

Three centuries of ruin sleep profound, 
From marble walls, with gold diversified, 

The sullen echoes murmur love around. 

Where are its glories now ? — the pomp, the charms, 

The triumph, the emprise of proud display, 
The song, the dance, the feast, the deeds of arms, 

The gardens, baths, «myd fountains, — where are they ? 
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El jaspe ya cubren abrojos 7 espinas; 

De rosas crecieron, la zarza se ve; 
A Uanto proYOcan las miseras rninas; 

Los rotos escombros detienen el pid. . . 

jAyl Ninfas del Danro, venid a mis voces, 
Mirad cual fenecen la gloria 7 beldad: 

Y en tanto yuelan las boras veloces, 
De amor las dulzuras, la dicha gozad! 



anacreOntica. 

Deja que estalle el trueno; 

Ecba vino y bebamos: 
^Yiste nunca una cepa 

Herida por el rayo ? 

Hasta el mismo Yesuvio 
Paga tributo a Baco; 

Y respeta el vifledo 
En su lava plantado. 

Busque en vano de Italia 

Los heroes y los sabios; 

Escombros y cenizas 

Mis ojos solo hallaron: 
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Round jasper columns thorns and ivy creep 

Where roses blossomed, brambles now o'erspread : 

The mournful ruins bid the spirit weep ; 

The broken fragments stay the passing tread. 

Ye nymphs of Dauro i to my words give heea ; 

Behold how transient pride and glory prove ; 
Then, while the headlong moments urge their speed, 

Taste happiness, and try the joys of love. 



ANACREONTIC. 

Let the thunder burst, . 

Pour out and drink the wine 1 
Thou never saw'st a thunderbolt 

Strike the tender vine. 

Vesuvius himself 

To Bacchus tribute pays. 
And spares the vineyard flourishing, 

Where his lava sways. 

In Italy in vam 

I hero sought a sage ; 

Mine eyes but dusty ruins found, 

Mouldering with age. 
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De Roma apenas dura 

£1 vano simulacro, 
La sombra de Pompeya, 

La tumba de Hercolaao . . . 

Mas halle de Falerno 

El nectar regalado; 
Y apure una botella 

A la salad de Horada 



# 
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Of Rome the image scarce 
Remains to be portray'd ; 

A tomb is Herculanemn, 
Pompeii IB a. ^hade. 

But I found Falernum, 
His nectar rich remained, 

And in memory of Horace, 
A bottle full I drain'd. 



* 
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LA DESPEDIDA DE SILVIA. 

Ta Uego el instante fiero, 

Silvia, de mi despedida, 
Paes anancia mi partida 

Con estr^pito el caiion: 
A darte el a Dios postrero 

Llega ya ta tierno amante, 
Lleno de llanto el semblante, 

T de angnstia el corazon. 



Llega tii, objeto divino, 
Tiendeme los brazos bellos, 

Que si logro yo que en ellos 
Dalce acogida me des, 

No conseguira el destino 
El golpe que quiere darme, 

Porque ^ntes de separarme 

Me vera muerto a tus pies. 
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THE PARTING. 

Sylvia I the cruel moment's near, 

When I must say farewell I 
For hark I the cannon's sound we hear 

Of my departure tell. 
Thy lover comes to give thee now 

The last adieu, and part ! 
With sorrow overcast his brow, 

And sorrowful his heart. 



Come, object of my love divine 1 

Reach me those beauteous arms : 
Would fate my happy lot assign 

My home and rest thy charms 
The blow that threatens its decree 

To give, I should not meet ; 

For sooner then than part, 't would see 

Me dying at thy feet. 
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I Oh I si las pasiones nnestras 

Faeran de igual violencia, 
El dolor de nuestra aasencia 

Se partiera entro I09 dos: 
Mas til on semblante me mnestras 

Indiferente 6 contento, 
Caando 70 no tengo aliento 

No ana para decirte a Dlos. 

Mnrmarando nn manso rio 
Bafia el prado con sosiego, 

T por fruto de sn riego 
Bellas flores ye brotar: 

Td en sflencio, Uanto mio, 
Mi aflijido pecho baflas, 

Y de Silvia {as entraflas 
No consigaes ablandar. 

jMas qud dices, Silvia mia, 

GoQ ese tiemo suspiro ? 
^Por qxk6 entre lagrimas miro 

Tos ojos resplandecer? 
Caal nnbe que en claro dia 

Opnesta al sol se deshace, 

Y el sol con sns rayos haoe 

Brillar el agua al caer. 
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O I had onr passion equal force, 

Or been of eqaal growth, 
The grief of absence might its course 

Divide between us both ! 
But thou a face indifferent, 

Or pleased, dost give to view. 
Whilst I have not ev'n breath content 

To say to thee, Adieu. 

A gentle river murmuring by, 

In calmness bathes the plain. 
And of its waters the supply 

Sees beauteous flowers attain ; 
In silence thou, my lonely grief. 

Dost bathe, my wretched breast, 
And Sylvia's pity in relief 

For me canst not arrest. 

But what, my Sylvia, dost thou say ? 

What means that tender sigh ? 
Why do I see, mid tears that stray, 

Shine forth thy beaming eye ? 
As opens to the sun opposed 

On some clear day the cloud. 

And his rays make the drops disclosed 

To sparkle as they flow'd. 
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lEn mi los Idngoidos ojos 

Fijas con tanta temnra 
Sin faltarle la hermosi^ra 

Falta a tu rostro el color ? 
^Yas d abrir los labios rojos, 

Y el sentimiento los sella ? 
I Qne en ti haya de ser tan bella 

Ann la imajen del dolor I 

jlnsensatol yo pensaba 

Que la amarga pena mia 
Algun alivio tendria 

Si tii penaras tambien; 
Al error que me engailaba 

Concede, Silvia, el perdon: 
Ya siento mas tu afliccion 

Que antes sent! tu desden. 

Bien mio, por Dios te ruego, 
Serena el triste quebranto; 

No vale tan bello llanto 

Cuanto el mundo encierra en si: 

Pasen por ti con sosiego 
De amor las boras serenas, 

Y aquellas de angustias Uenaa 

Que se detengan en mi. 
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On me dost thou those languid eyes 

Turn with that tender gaze ? 
Looses thy cheek its rosy dyes, 

Nor beauty less displays ? 
Thy ruby lips a moment brief 

Thou opest, and sorrow seals I 
How fair the very show of grief 

Itself in thee reveals ! • 

Insensate I how I wildly thought 

My bitter griefs would gain 
Some ease, if thou wert also taught 

A portion of my pain 1 
Pardon the error that deceived, 

O, Sylvia 1 I implore ; 
Me more thy sorrow now has grieved, 

Than thy disdain before. 

My bliss 1 I pray no more to swerve I 
Calm those heart-breaking pains : 

Thy grief to have, does not deserve 
All that the world contains. 

May all life's hours, in calm serene, 
Be ever passed by thee ; 

And all that darker intervene 

Reserved alone for me I 

83 



En mi, miser«Lble j triste. 

For el cielo destiaado 
Para soportar del hado 

La barbara craeldad: 
No en ti, que hermosa naciste 

Llena de on poder divino 
Para tener el destino 

Sujeto d ta Yoluntad. 

Por ^1 tendras el consaelo, 

Mientras que mi ausencia llores, 
De encontrar mil amadores 

Mas de tu gusto que yo: 
Otro d quien dispense el cielo 

La fortuna de agradarte; 
Pero otro que sepa amarte 

Como yo te amo, eso no. 

No me enamord tu trato, 
Ni tu semblante perfecto, 

Sino un simpitico afecto, 
Que tal vez naci con el: 

Yo me figure un retrato 
De las gracias verdaderas, 

Y conoci que tu eras 

El orijinal de aquel. 
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For me, whose lonely wretclied doom' 

By heaven hus been decreed 
To bear fate^s cruelty and gloom, 

Wherever it may lead. 
But not on thee, so lovely born, 

Form'd of a power divine, 
To hold ev'n fate a subject sworn 

To every will of thine. 

Whilst thou my absence mayst lament, 

Thy comfort mayst descry. 
By fate a thousand lovers sent 

More to thy choice than I. 
Some one she pleases me above 

To favor chance may show ; 
But one to love thee as I love. 

That none can ever know. 

'Twas not thy graces won my heart, 
Nor yet thy faultless face ; 

But 't was some sympathy apart 
I might from birth retrace. 

I long a picture loved to draw 
Of charms I fancied true, 

And thy perfections when I saw, 

The original* I laiew. 
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No suele en tierra caido 

Tan turbado e indeciso 
A nn relampago improviso 

El caminante qnedar, 
Como yo de amor perdido 

Al mirar tn bello rostro, 
Pnes Inego a tns pies me postro, 

Y te adoro a mi pesar. 

Mas JO parto ... jay DiosI mis penas 
En la esplicacion no caben; 

Los cielos solos las saben 
Que el fondo del alma yen, 

Y yieron las boras llenas 
De deliciosos recreos, 

Que colmaron mis deseos 
En los brazos de mi bien. 

Ya las agnas blandamente 
Mneye afable yentolina, 

Y de la jente marina 
Se oye la confusa yoz: 

Ya del ancla el coryo diente • 

Del fondo tenaz retiran; 

Todos a darme conspiran 

Una mnerte mas veloz. 
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No traveller upon the ground 

By sudden lightning thrown, 
The blow could more at once confound, 

Left helpless and alone. 
Than I to see that beauteous brow, 

I hapless love was lost ; 
At thy feet forced at once to bow, 

To adore whatever the cost. 

But I depart, alas I -the pain 

No words can e'er express ; 
Heaven only knows it that can scan 

The inmost heart's recess ; 
And saw the hours of deep delight 

So full, now long pass'd by, 
Xhat all my wishes' utmost height 

Heap'd up could satisfy. 

Now while the breezes fair avail, 
The waves are gently stirr'd. 

And of the mariners the hail 
Confused afar is heard : 

Now from the deep's tenacious hold 
The anchor's fangs they heave, 

And all conspiring are enroU'd 

Me swifter death to give« 
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Ya con planta yacilante 

Piso la debil barqailla, 
Pronta a abandonar la orilla, 

Y Ueyarme al gran bajel. 
Silvia, a ta infeliz amante. 

En los liltimos momentos, 
I Qne fanestos pensamientos 

No le asaltan de tropell 

Conozco el dolce desqnite 

Con que pagas mis ternezas, 
Se me acuerdan tus finezas, 

Tu carifio bien lo se : 
No hay prueba que no acredite 

Ta pasion en mi presencia; 
^Pero quien sabe en la ausencia 

Si sabras guardarme fe ? 

Ese atractiro divino, 
De mi samo bien orijen, 

Tal yez los hados lo elijeu 
Por principio de mi mal; 

Y mieutras yo, ausente y fiuo, 
Mi perdida prenda lloro, 

Los encantos que yo adoro 

Gozara an feliz rival. 
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Kow with a yacilating foot 

The slender boat I tread, 
Soon destined from the bank to shoot, 
As to the great bark sped. , 
Sylvia, in this sad moment's pause, 

! what a moornfal crowd 
Of thoughts around thy lover close, 

To assault him and o'ercloud I 

The sweet requital in return 

Thou givest my love I know ; 
And kind remembrances discern 

All thy afifections show ; 
Whilst here each proof assures me well 

That naught thy heart can move ; 
But in my absence, who can tell 

If thou wilt faithful prove ? 

For those divine attractions whence 

Now all my joys arise. 
Perhaps may fate the cause dispense 

Of all my miseries ; 
And whilst I absent and forlorn 

My pledges lost deplore, 

Some rival gains of me in scorn 

The enchantments I adore t 
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No, mi bien: no, gloria mia; 

I Oh ! no se lleven los yientoa 
Esos tieroos jaramentofl 

Que el universo enyidi6: 
Yenzamos la tirania 

Del tiempo 7 de la distancia 
Con la invariable constancia 

Del lazo que nos unio. 

Al salir el sol brillante, 

Al poner bus laces bellas, 
Al nacer lana 7 estrellas 

Estare pensando en ti: 
No me apartar^ nn instante 

De esta idea encantadora; 
Y tii entre tanto, traidora, 

Ni ann te acordaras de mi. 

A solas mi pensamiento, 

Engolfado en esos mares, 
Reposara los lugares 

Donde contigo me ti: 
Ent6nces mi sentimiento 

Hard sensibles los bronces; 1 

Til, mas que ellos dura, entonces 

Ni aun te acordaras de mi^ 
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But no, my bliss, my glory I ne'er 

Were given the winds in vain 
Those vows, which envied me to share 

The universe my gain. 
Let us time's tyranny defy, 

And distance, constant thns 
Remaining in that changeless tie 

That then united us. 

When rises first the beamy sun, 

When sets his beauteous ray, 
When mo(m and stars their courses run, 

On thee my thoughts will stay. 
From that enchanting form, my heart 

No moment will be free ; 
And, traitress, thou, when I depart. 

Wilt ne'er ev'n think of me I 

At lonely hours across my thought 

Gulf d in the ocean vast, 
The scenes to memory will be brought 

With thee I saw and pass'd. 
Then will my sorrows make me feel 

My lot more dark to be ; 
And thou, more cruel than the steel. 

Wilt ne'er ev'n think of me 1 
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Aqoi Ti SUB perfecciones; 

Alia la jurd mi dueiio; 
AUi con labio halagUeiko 

Me dio el venturoso si: 
Tal vez estas reflexiones 

Haran que el dolor me acabe: 

Y tii entre tanto jquien sabe 
Si te acordaras de mi 7 

Llamare instante de gloria 
Aquel en que vi tn gracia, 

Y orijen de mi desgracia 
El punto en que la perdi: 

Mil veces esta memoria 
Me hard renoyar el llanto; 

Y tii [quien sabe entre tanto 
Si te acordaras de mi ? 

Cnando solo se esten yiendo 
En el cielo las sefkales 

Con que asusta a los mortales 
El supremo criador, 

Ojese el tronar horrendo 
En las cavernas mas hondas, 

Y el mar las turbias ondas 

Se levanten con furor: 
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" There first her matchless form I saw ; 

There first my faith I swore.; 
And from her flattering lips could draw 

The happy * Yes ' they wore I" 
As these reflections by me file, 

Rise griefs in like degree ; 
And thou, who knows if thou the while 

Wilt e'er ev'n think of me ? 

Then as I hours of glory call 

Those when I thee beheld ; 
And of my griefs the sources all, 

When from thy sight repelled, 
A thousand times the thoughts enhance 

The doom 't is mine to see : 
Meanwhile, who knows if thou perchance 

Wilt e'er ev'n think of me ? 

When in the heavens I view unfurPd 

The awful signs arise, 
With which the Ruler of the world 

Poor mortals terrifies ; 
When sounds are in the deepest caves 

Of horrid thundenngs nigh, 
And of the seas the troubled waves 

Rage furiously on high ; 
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Cnando impelido del Noto 
El soberbio mar Tirreno ^ 

Qmera desde su hondo seno 
Las estrellas asaltar: 

Y emplea el triste piloto, 

En vez de la ciencia, el raego, 
Yiendo ser su nave el ju^o 
De la colera del mar: 

Entre los roncos clamores 
De jente que atribnlada 

Ante sus qjos la espada 
De la maerte yen ladr: 

Yo hare que de mis amores 
Tan negro horror se despida^ 

Y id DioSf Silvia de mi vida I 
Se oira en los vientos jemir. 
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When by the south wind is impelPd 
' The proud Tyrrhenian main, 
A& if from its deep bosom swelled 

To assault the starry train ; 
When the despairing steersman turns 

To prayer, instead of skill, 
Seeing his bark the ocean spurns, 

The plaything of its. will ; 

Amid the hoarse and troubled cries 

The people raise around. 
While shines the sword before their eyes, 

Of death, to strike them bound ; 
Ev'n then will I my love's farewell 

In that dark hour renew. 
And to the winds my sighs shall tell, 

Sylvia, my life, Adieu 1 
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EL AMANTB TIMIDO. 

En la pena agada 

Que me hace sufrir 
El Amor tirano 

Desde que te yi, 
MO veces sa aUvio 

Te voy d pedir, 
Y laego, aldeana, 

Qae llego ante ti, 
Si qoiero atreverme 

No se qae deeir. 

Las voces me faltan 

Y mi frenesf 
Con miseros ayes 

Las cnida saplir; 
Pero el dios que aleve 

Se burla de mi 
Caanto ansio mas tiemo 

Mis labios abrir 
Si qniero atreverme 

No se que decir. 
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THE TIMID LOVER. 

In the sharp pains the tyrant Love, 

Since first I saw thee, made me feel, 
To thee a thousand times above, 

I come those pains to heal. 
My village girl I but soon as nigh 

To thee I find my way. 
If e'er so bold to be I try, 

I know not what to say. 



My voices fail, and mournful sighs, 
Malicious frenzy watching o'er. 

The place of them alone supplies ; 
While mocks my efforts more 

The traitor god, when anxious by 
My thoughts to speak I pray ; 

If e'er so bold to be I try, 

I know not what to say. 
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Sns fuegos entonces 

Empieza a sentir 
Tan vivos el alma 

Que plenso morir, 
Mis Ugrimas corren. 

Mi agado gemir 
Tu pecho sensible 

Conmaeve, j al fin 
Si qmero atreverme 

No se que decir. 

No lo s6j temblando 

Si por descubrir 
Con loca esperanza 

Mi amor infeliz, 
Tu lado por siempre 

Tendre ya que huir: 
Sellandome el miedo 

La boca: y asi 
Si quiero atreverme 

No se qud decir. 

Ay I si til, adorada, 

Pttdieras oir 
Mis hondos suspiros 

Yo fuera feliz. 
Yo, Pilis, lo fuera; 

Mas, triste de mil 
Que timido al verte 

Burlarme y reir, 
Si quiero atreverme 

No se qu^ decir. 
»1 
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Then feels his fire so strong my sonl, 

Meseems, to die my only fate ; 
My tears in torrents freely roll, 

And with deep' groanlngs wait 
To move thy feeling heart's reply ; 

But vainly, all astray I 
If e'er so bold to be I try, 

I know not what to say. 

I know not what, in trembling fear, 

That seals my lips, as yet to learn 
A foolish hope, thou mayst ev'n here 

My hapless love discern. 
I feel I must for ever fly 

From thy side far away ! 
If e'er so bold to be I try, 

I know not what to say. 

Alas I if thou couldst, my adored, 

But hear those sighs and thoughts express'd. 
What happiness 't would me afford I 

I should be, Phyllis, blest. 
But woe is me I beneath thine eye, 

To sink in mock'd dismay I 

If e'er so bold to be I try, 

I know not what to say. 
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EL MEDIODtA. 

Yelado el sol en esplendor fulgente, 

En las cnmbres del cielo, 
Lanza derecho ja sa rayo ardiente 

Al congojado snelo; 

Y al mediodia rntilante ordena, 
Que sn rostro inflamado 

Mnestre a la tierra, qne a sofrir condena 
Sn dominio cansado. 

El yiento el ala fatigado encoje 
Y calla silencioso, 

Y el pueblo de las aves se recoje 
Al solo verde mnbroso. 

Cantando nfano en dnlce caramillo 

Sa zagaleja amada, 
Ketrae sn ganado el pastorcillo 

A la fresca enramada, 

Do juntos ya zagales y pastoras 

En regocijo y fiesta 

Fierden alegres las ociosas horas 

De la abrasada siesta. 
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NOON. 

The Bnn, 'midst shining glory now concealed 

Upon heaven's highest seat, 
Darts straightway down upon the parched field 

His fierce and burning heat ; 

And on revolving Noonday calls, that he 

His flashed and glowing face 
May show the world, and rising from the sea, 

Aurora's reign displace. 

The wandering wind now rests his weary wings, 

And hushed in silence broods ; 
And all the vocal choir of songsters sings 

Among the whispering woods. 

And sweetly warbling on his oaten pipe 

His own dear shepherd-maid. 
The herdboy leads along his flock of sheep 

To the sequestered shade ; 

Where shepherd youths and maids in secret bowers, 

In song and feast unite. 

In joyful band, to pass thy sultry hours 

Of their siesta light. 
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Mientra en sndor el cazador bafiado, 

Bajo nn roble frondoso, 
Sa perro fiel por centinela al lado 

Se abandona al reposo. 

Todo es calma y silendo. {Ol \qu.6 goseosa, 

Sobre sn fresca grama 
TendidOy en la pradera delidosa 

Mi vista se derramal 

Las providas abejas me ensordecen 
Con sa susorro blando, 

Y las t6rtolas fieles me entemecen 
Dolientes arrnllando. 

Lanza tal vez sns ayes congojosos 
Sensible Filomena, 

Y con sn amor j trinos armoniosos 
El animo enagena. 

Serpea entre la jerba el arroynelo; 

En cnya linfa para 
Mezclado resplandece el claro cielo 

Con la grata yerdora. 

Del alamo las hojas plat^adas 
Mece adormecido el viento, 

Y en las tremnlas ondas retratadas 

Signen sn movimiento. 
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The sturdy hunter, bathed in moistore well, 

Beneath an oak-tree's boughs. 
Beside his faithful dog, his sentinel. 

Now yields him to repose. 

All, all is calm and silent. Q, how sweet. 

On this enamelled ground. 
At ease recumbent, from its flowery seat 

To cast your eyes around I 

The busy bee, that round your listening ear 

Murmurs with drowsy hum ; 
The faithful turtles, perched on oak-trees near, 

Moaning their mates' sad doom ; 

And ever in the distance, her sweet song 

Murmurs lone Philomel ; 
While the hoar forest's echping glades prolong 

Her love and music well. 

And 'midst the grass slow creeps the rivulet, 

In whose bright limpid stream 
The blue sky and the world of boughs are met, 

Mirrored in one bright gleam. 

And of the elm the hoar and silvery leaves 

The slumbering winds scarce blow ; 

Which pictured in the bright and tremulous waves, 

Follow their motion slow. 
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Estos largos oollados, estos valles 

Pintados de mil flores, 
Esta hojosa alameda en cuyas calles 

Qoiebra el sol sos ardores: 

El denso enmaraftado bosqaecillo; 

Do casi se oscnrece 
La cindad, qne del dia el ^nreo brillo 

Cual de cristal parece: 

Estas lobregas gmtas ... {6 sagrado 

Retiro deleitosol 
En ti solo mi espiritn aqnejado 

Halla paz y reposo. 

Til me das libertad, tii mil snaYes 
Placeres me presentas, 

Y mi helado entosiasmo encender sabes; 
Y mi citara alientas. 

Y con Yoz bnlbnciente ta belleza 
Feliz cantar procuro, 

|0 rica, j liberal natnraleza! 
De enidados segnro. 
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These airy moantains, and this fragrant seat. 

Bright with a thousand flowers ; 
These interwoven forests, where the heat 

Is tempered in their bowers 1 

The dark nmbrageous wood, the dense array 
Of trunks, through which there peers 

Perchance the town ; which, in the glow of day, 
Like crystal bright appears I 

These cooling grottos I — O retirement blest 1 

Within thy calm abode, 
My mind alone can from her troubles rest 

With solitude and God. 

Thou giv'st me life, and liberty, and lOve, 

And all I now admire ; 
And from the winter of my soul dost more 

The deep enthusiast fire. 

O bounteous Nature, 't is thy healing wolhb 

Alone can peace procure I 
Thither all ye, the weary, laden, come, 

From storms of life secure ! 
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EL LOBO Y EL PERRO. 

En basca de alimento 

Iba on lobo mny flaco y muj hambriento. 

Encontro con an perro tan rellcno, 

Tan lacio, sano 7 bueno, 

Que le dijo: Yo estrafto 

Que estes de tan buen afio, 

Como se deja ver por tu semblante, 

Gnando a mi mas pujante, 

Mas osado j sagaz, mi triste suerte 

Me tiene hecho retrato de la muerte. 

El perro respondio: Sin dnda alguna 

Lograris, si tti quieres, mi fortuna. 

Deja el bosque y el prado; 

Rel;irate a poblado; 

Serviras de portero 

A un rico caballero. 

Sin otro afan, ni mas ocnpaeiones, 

Que defender la casa de ladrones. 
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THE WOLP AND THE DOG. 

A PROWUNG wolf, whose shaggy skiu 

(So strict the watch of dogs ha4 been) 

Hid little bat hk bones, 

Once met a mastiff dog astray ; 

A prouder, fatter, sleeker Tray 

No human mortal owns. 

Sir Wolf in famished plight, 

Would fain have made a ration 

Upon his fat relation ; 

But then he first must fight ; 

And well the dog seemed able 

To save from wolfish table 

His carcass snug and tight 

So, then in civil conversation. 

The wolf expressed his admiration 

Of Tray's fine case. Said Tray, politely, 

" Yourself, good Sir, may be as sightly : 

Quit but the woods, advised by me ; 
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Acepto desde laego tn partido. 

Que para mucho mas estoy curtido. 

Asi me librare de la fatiga 

A que el hambre me obliga, 

De andar por montes sendereando peflas; 

Trepando riscos, y rompiendo breHas; 

Sufriendo de los tiempos los rigores, 

Lluvias, nieves, escarchas, y calores. 

A paso diligente 

Marchaban juntos amigablemente 

Tratando varios puntos de confianza 

Pertenecientes a Uenar la panza. 

En esto el lobo por algun rezelo, 

Que comenzo d turbarle su consuelo, 

Mirando al perro dijo: He reparado 

Que tienes el pescuezo algo pelado. 

Dime: ^qu6 es eso? Nada. 

Dimelo por tu vida, camarada. 

No es mas que la sefial de la cadena: 

Pero no me da pena; 

Pues aunque por inquieto, 

A ello estoy sujeto, 

Me sueltan euando comen mis SeiSiores; 

Becibenme a sus pies de mil amores; 

Ya me tiran el pan, ya la tajada, 

T todo aquello que les desagrada: 
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For all your fellows here, I see, 
Are shabby wretches, lean, and gaunt,. 
Belike to die of haggard want ; 
With such a pack, of course, it follows 
One fights for every bit he swallows. 

Come, then, with me, and share 

On equal terms our princely fare." 
" But what, with you. 
Has one to do ? 
Inquires the wolf. " Light work indeed,'^ 
Replies the dog ; "you only need 
To bark a little, now and then. 
To chase off duns and beggar-men, — 
To fawn on friends that come or go forth, 
Your master please, and so forth ; 

For which you have to eat 

All sorts of well cooked meat, — 
Cold pullets, pigeons, savory messes, — 
Besides unnumbered fond caresses." — 

The wolf, by force of appetite, 

Accepts the terms outright, 

Tears glistening in his eyes. 

But, faring on, he spies 

A galled spot on the ddastiff's neck. 

" What's that ?" he cries. ** O, nothing but a speck." 

" A speck ?" " Ay, ay, 't is not enough to pain me ; 
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Este lo mal asado, 

Aquel un hueso poco descamado. 

T aim an gloton que todo se lo traga, 

A lo m^uos me halaga 

Pasandome la mano por el lomo; 

Yo meneo la cola, callo y como. 

Todo eso es bueno, 70 te lo confleso; 

Pero, por fin y postre, tii estas preso; 

Jamas sales de easa, 

Ni paedes ver lo que en el pneblo pasa. 

Es asi. Paes, amigo, 

La amada libertad que yo consigo. 

No he de trocarla de manera algmia 

Por tu abondante y prospera fortuna. 

Marcha, marcha a yiyir encarcelado ; 

No seras envidiado 

De qnien pasea el campo libremente; 

Annque tu comas tan glotonamente 

Pan, tajadas, y haesos; porque al cabo 

No hay bocado en sajson para nn esclayo. 
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Perhaps the collar's mark by which they chain me/' 

" Chain, — chain you ? What, run you not, then, 

Just where you please, and when ?" 

" Not always, Sir j but what of that ?" 

" Enough for me, to spoil your fat 1 

It ought to be a precious price 

Which could to servile chains entice ; 

For me, I'll shun them, while I've wit." 

So ran Sir Wolf, and runneth yet. 
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EL tJLTIMO CANTO DEL DESTERRADO 



t. 

Cerr6se ya mi senda en esta vida 

Y el alma esta snmida en hOndo suelo, 
Porque en la noche del dolor sombrio 

La estrella de esperanza hujo a otro cielo. 

11. 

Tierra de floresl Ya no mas tus brisas 
Placidas besaran mi frente oscura. 
Cielo de amor I No mas tus esplendores 
Lloveran sobre mi paz y ventura. 

III. 
* 
Solitario, infeliz, play as lejanas 

Y estraiijeras regue con triste llanto; 

Penli iiii (lulce liogar, patria y amij^os 

Y auii perdi do mi raadre el amor santo! 
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LAST SONG OP THE EXILE. 

1. 

Hard my path on earth is closed ; 
Light is dead withm mj heart. 
Star of Hope I thou art gone down ; 

Clay and ispirit now mnst part I 

n. 

Land of flowers ! no more thy breezes 
Sweetly shall my forehead kiss. 
Sky of Love I thy beams of light 

Shed no more celestial bliss I 

m. 

Foreign shores, o'er seas afar, 

I sought alone with many a tear 

Home is lost I no more of love, 

No more of friends, no mother dear I 
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IV. 



Pronto, harpa mia, moriran tns notas 
En ecos tristes de confaso acento: 
La Yoz del canto espirara en mi» labios, 
Arrebatada al punto por el yiento. 



V. 



Triste j sola serd mi jpobre tnmba 
L^jos de Cuba, en nn rincon sombrio: 
Sllvestres aves cantaran mi requiem 
Y Ugtimas por mi dar^ el rocio. 



VI. 



Mi sentencia, oh, destino, be visto escrita 
De tn libro en las pajinas ya abi^ertas: 
Maerte, veni Yo respondo a tn Uamada. 
Sublime Etemitad, abre tns paertas. 
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IV. 



Harp of mine I thy woeful strams, 
Sadly echoing, soon shall die ; 
Words no more with notes shall twine. 

Winds mid graves my lullaby. 

V. 

Dark and lone my grave will be 
From Cuba far, unmarked, unknown : 
Birds will chant my requiem wild, 

And dew-drops fall for tears alone. 

VI. 

Fate, O Fate I I fain would read 
The record in thy book for me ; — 
Death, draw near ! I list thy call j 

Ope thy gates, Eternity I 
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AMOR DE MADRE. 

Ya en medio del mar riela 
La tibia Inz de la lana: 
Tii dnermes, j aqui en tn cmia 
Mi amor dolcemente vela. 

Y aonque hora no me sonria 
Tu labio puro y sincero, 
Dormida besarte qniero: 
Daerme, dnerme, nifia mia. 

Del briUo alegre j brillante 
Oigo los placidos sones, 
Y el roido de sos salones 
Llega hasta aqni palpitante. 

Alia entre Inz j armonia 
Habrd placer, ilnsion; 
Fero aqni mi corazon 
Gontigo esU, niiia mia. 

Gnando 70, yiyaz doncella, 

Del baile el nmbral pisaba 

Nneya vida alli encontraba, 

Brillante, esplendida 7 bella; 

100 



MIQUEL T. TOX.ON. 



MOTHER'S LOVE. 

On yon blae sea the moonbeams shine, 
Serene and bright as Nature's eye ; 

O, sleep in peace, thou angel mine ; 
I watch thy dream, — thy mother's nigh. 

And though thy lips of rosy hue 
Have not for me, rejoicing smiled, 

Thy cheeks receive my kisses true. 

O, sleep, my child 1 

The thrilling notes of festive joy 

Here come in waves of gladsome tune ; 

The mild and perfumed breezes buoy 
The merry sounds of gay saloon, 

Where happy souls enraptured swim 
Across the gulf of life, beguiled, — 

The cup of bliss how near the brim 1 

O, sleep, my child ! 

In life's bright mom, its golden gate, 

With balls and fetes was open to me ; 

In happy dreams my heart there beat 

Mid fairy worlds of mystery. 
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Y mi alma de su alegrfa 
En las ondas se bafiaba . . . 
Mas ah! ciian poco durabal 
Dnenne, duernke, nina mia, 

Gallaban flauta j yioHn 
En la sala ya desierta, 
Y del sarao a la puerta 
Nos esperaba el quitrin. 

La llnsion desparecia, 

El desencanto Uegaba 

Pero ta amor no se acaba 
Como nn baile, nifia mia. 

De mis dias ventarosos 
Eres la dicha mayor, 
Tii, relicario de amor 
De dos felizes esposos. 

Tii de mi vejez sombria 
Lnz y esperanza seras; 
Tii mis ojos cerraras: 

« 

Daerme, daerme, nifia mia. 

£l viene . . . ya oigo sns pasos. 

Oh I qne ventnra el ser madrel 

Con amor de esposo y padre 

Nos estrechara en sus brazos. 
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To eye and soid, ia &Dcy^a sm^j^ 

The toIoqs bright of pleasure smiled I 
But, O, how 900& they pftss'd away I 

^ep OB, my duld. 

JThe flight of fairies vanished now, 

No more was heard the charming tune ; 
And crowned with shades, the frowning brow 

Of night appeared in the saloon. 
And when from all those pleasures torn 

Retired my soul^ iifrith> passion wild 
The heart concealed a secret thorn. 

O, sleep, my child 1 

The pleasures thus, which souls allure 
To worldly paths, no more I try ; 

A mother's love profound and pure 

Hath raised my soul to musings high, — 

A parent's love, the sacred shrine 
That saved me from the dangerous wild. 

0, blessed thou, dear angel mine I 

Sleep on, my child I 

But lo I he comes, — his steps I hear. 

A mother's life is strewed with charms I 

His child, his wife, his all that's dear 

Enfold with sweet embrace his arms. 
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Ahl que tn boca sonria 
Onando 61 te bese la frente! . . 
Mas no; reposa inooente: 
Dnerme, dnerme, nifia mial 
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And thon, when he with pleasure deep 
Thy cheek, shall kiss, caressing mild, 
Look up I But no, — so sweet thy sleep 1 

Wake not, my child. 
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JOS^ MARIA HEREDIA. 



LA TEMPESTAD. 

HuRACAN, huracan, yenir te sieiito, 
Y en tn soplo abrasado 
Bespiro entusiasmado 
Del Senor de los aires el aliento. 



En las alas del yiento snspendido 

Vedle rodar por el espacio inmenso, 

Silencioso, tremendo, irresistible, 

En sa curso veloz. - La tierra en calma 

Siuiestra, misteriosa, 

Gontempla con payor sa faz terrible. 
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THE HURRICANE. 

LoRf) of the winds! I feel thee nigh, 
I know thy breath in the barning sky I 
And I wait, with a thrill in every vein, 
For the coming of the hurricane I 



And lo! on the wing of the heavy gales, 

Through the boundless arch of heaven he sails; 

Silent and slow, and terribly strong. 

The mighty shadow is borne along. 

Like the dark eternity to come; 

While the world below, dismayed and damb. 

Through the calm of the thick hot atmosphere 

Looks op at its glpomy folds with fear. 
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iQu^ nubesl [que fbrorl El sol temblando 
Tela en triste yapor su faz gloriosa, 

Y su disco nublado solo vierte 
Lnz fiinebre y sombria, 

Qae no es noche ni dia. . . 
iPaToroso color, Telo de mnertel 
Los pajarillos tiemblan j se esconden 
Al acercarse el huracan bramando, 

Y en los lejanos montes retombando 

Le ojen los bosqnes, 7 a su yoz responden. 

Llega ya . . . ^No le yeis ? Cual desenTuelye 
Su manto aterrador y majestoso . . . ! 
Gigante de los aires, te salado . . .1 
En fiera confasion el yiento agita 
Las orlas de su parda yestidora . . . 
Ted ... I en el horizonte 
Los brazos rapidisimos enarca, 

Y con ellos abarca 

Onanto alcanzo a mirar, de monte i» montel 

Oscnridad nniyersal ... I Sn soplo 

Leyanta en torbellinos 

El polyo de los campos agitado . . .1 

En las nnbes retnmba despeflado 

El carro del SefLor, y de sos raedas 
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They darken fast; and the golden blaze 
Of the snn is qnenched in the lurid haze, 
And he sends throngh the shade a ftineral ray 
A glare that is neither night nor day, 
A beam that touches, with hues of death, 
The clouds above and the earth beneath. 
To its covert glides the silent bird, 
While the hurricane's distant voice is heard, 
Uplifted among the mountains round. 
And the forests hear and answer the sound. 



He is come! he is come! do ye not behold 
His ample robes on the wind unrolled ? 
Giant of air! we bid thee hail! — 
How his gray skirts toss in the whirling gale; 
How his huge and writhing arms are bent. 
To clasp the zone of the firmament. 
And fold at lenght, in their embrace, 
From mountain to mountain the visible space. 



Darker — still darker! the whirlwinds bear 

The dust of the plains to the middle air: 

And hark to the crashing, long and loud, 

Of the chariot of God in the thunder-cloud! 

You may trace its path by the flashes that start 
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Brota el rayo veloss, se precipita, 

Hiere 7 aterra al saelo, 

Y JBU'livida laz mnnda el delo. 



^Qae rumor ? jEs la liavia . . .? Desatada 
Gae & torrentes, oscurece el mundo, 
Y todo es confusion, horror profimdo. 
Cielo, nubes, colinas, caro bosque, 
iDo estais . . .? Os busco en vano: 
Desparecisteis ... La tormenta umbria 
En los aires revuelve un oceano 
Que todo lo sepulta ... 
Al fin, mundo fatal, nos separamos: 
El huracan 7 70 solos estamos. 
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jos]§: habIa. hebedia. 

Prom the rapid wheels where'er they dart, 
As the fire-bolts leap to the world below, 
And flood, the skies with a lurid glow. 



What a roar is that ? — 'tis the rain that breaks 
In torrents away' from the airy lakes, 
Heayily pour«d oq the shudderijag ground, 
And shedding a oaia^less horror round. 
Ah I -well known wood^, and mountains, and skies. 
With the very clouds! ye are lost to my eyes. 
I seek you vainly, md see in your place 
The shadowy tempest that sweeps through space, 
A whirling ocean that fills the wall 
Of the crystal heaven, and bunes all. 
And I, cut off from the world, remain 
Alone with the terrible hurricane. 
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JORGE MMRIQUE. 



A LA MUERTE DE SU PADRE. 

Recuerde el alma adormida, 
Avive el seso y despierte, 

Contemplando 
Gomo se pasa la vida, 
Como se viene la mnertey 

Tan callando. 

Cnan presto se va el placer, 
Como despues de acordado 

Da dolor; 
Como a naestro parecer 
Coalqniera tiempo pasado^ 

Fu^ mejor. 

Y pues yemos lo presente, 

C6mo en an panto se es ido, 

T acabado; 

Si jozgamos sabiamente; 

Daremos lo venido, 

For pasado. 
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JORGE MAMIQUE. 



ODE ON THE DEATH OF HIS FATHER. 

O LET the soul her slumbers break! 

Let thought be quiekened and awake, — 

Awake to see 
How soon this life is past and gone. 
And death comes softly stealing on, — 

How silently I 

Swiftly our pleasures glide away: 
Our hearts recall the distant day 

With many sighs; 
The moments that are speeding fast 
We heed not; but the past — the past — 

More highly prize. 

Onward its course the present keeps, 

Onward the constant current sweeps, 

Till life is done; 

And did we judge of time aright, 

The past and future in their flight 

Would be as one. 
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No se engafie nadie no, 
Pensando que ha de dnrar 

Lo que espera 
Mas que duro lo que vio; 
Porque todo ha de pasar, 

Por tal manera. 

Kuestras vidas son los rios, 
Que van a dar en la mar, 

_Que es elmorir: 
Alli van los sefiorios 
Derechos a se acabar, 

Y consumir: 

AUi los rios caudales, 
Alli los otros medianos 

Y mas chicos, 
Allegados son iguales, 

Los que yiven por sus mano8| 

Y los ricos. 

Dejo las myocaciones 
De los famosos poetaa 

Y oradores, 

No euro de sus ficciones, 

Que traen yerbas sec];eta8, 

Sus sabores: 
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Let no QB« foivfUy dream again- 
That Hope an.^ ^U her shadowy t^jp 

Will nQt decays 
Fleeting e^ were this df eiams of oldi. 
Bemembered lik^.a* t»U that '& told, 

They pass ayri^y. 

Oar lives are piYiecgk^ gUdaug fr^e 
To that naftytthomed^ boundless, s^, 

The silent graye: 
Thither all earityy pomp and boa^ 
Boll, to be swi^llpwed up and lost 

In one dark wa^ve^ 

Thither the iiiigbty torrc^Qts strjO^^ 
Thither the brook pursu^a. its way, 

And tinkling rill. 
There all are equid. Side by side. 
The poor maut aiad, the son of pride 

Lie calm and stilL 

I will not here invoke' the throng 

Of orators and sons of song^ 

The deathless few*^ 

Fiction entices. aQdt deceives. 

And sprinkled o'er her fragrant l|^v<^ 

Lies poisonous dew. 
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A aquel solo me encomiendo, 
Aqnel solo invoco yo, 

De verdad, 
Qne en este mando yiviendo, 
El miindo no conocio, 

Sn deidad. 

Este mnndo es el camino 
Para el otro que es morada 

Sin pesar; 
Mas eumple tener bnen tino, 
Para andar esta Jornada 

Sin errar. 

Partimos cuando nacemos 
Andamos mientras yivimos, 

Y allegamos 
Al tiempo que fenecemos; 
Asi que cuando morimos, 

Descansamos. 

Este mundo bueno fu^, 

Si bien usdsemos del, 

Como debemos; 

Porque segun nuestra fe 

Es para ganar aquel, 

Que atendemos. 
108 
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To One alone mj thoughts arise, — 
The eternal truth, — the Good and Wise: 

To Him I cry, 
Who shared on earth our common lot, 
But the world comprehended not 
His deity. 

This world is but the rugged road 
Which leads us to the bright abode 

Of peace above; 
So let us choose that narrow way 
Which leads no traveller's foot astray 

From realms of love. 

Our cradle is the starting-place; 
In life we run the onward race; 

And reach the goal. 
When, in the mansions of the blest. 
Death leaves to its eternal rest 

The weary soul. 

Did we but use it as we ought. 

This world would school each wandering thought 

To its high state. 

Faith wings the soul beyond the sky, 

Up to that better world on high 

For which we wait. 
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Y aun el hijo de Dios 
Para snbirhos al cielo, 

Descendid 
A nacer aca entre nos, 

Y vivir en este saelo, 

Do morio. 

Yed de cuan poco valor 

Son las cosas trad que andamos, 

Y corremps 
En este mondo traidor; 
Que ann primero que maramos 

Las perdemos. 

Delias deshace la edad, 
Delias casos desastrados, 

Que acaecen, 
Delias por sa calidad 
En los mas altos estados, 

Desfallecen. 

Decidme, ^la hermosora^ 
La gentil frescara j tes 

De la cara. 
La color y la blancnra, 
Goando Tiene la rejez, 

Qu^ sepira? 
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JOi»S IfANBIQUE. 

Yes, — the glad messenger of lore, 
To guide as to our home above. 

The Saviour came; 
Born amid mortal cares and fears. 
He suffered in this vale of tears 

A death of shame. 

Behold of what delusive worth 
The bubbles we pursue on earth, 

The shapes we chase, 
Amid a world of treachery! 
They vanish ere death shuts the eye, 

And leave no trace. ♦ 

Time steals them from us, — chances strange, 
Disastrous accidents, and change, 

That come to all: 
Even in the most exalted state, 
Relentless sweeps the stroke of £ate; 

The strongest fall 

Tell me, — the charms that lovers seek 

In the clear eye and blushing cheek, — 

The hues that play 

O'er rosy lip and brow of snow, — 

When hoary f^e -approaches slow, 

Ah, where are th^ 7 
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JORGE MANBIQUE. 

Las mafias 7 ligereza, 
Y la faerza corporal 

De juventud, 
Todo se torna graveza, 
Caando Uega el arrabal 

De senetnd. 

jPaes la sangre de los Godos, 
El linaje y la nobleza, 

Tan crecida; 
For cuantas yias j modos, 
Se plerde de sa alteza^ 

En esta yida ? 

Unos por poco valer, 
{For cuan bajos y abatidos 

Que los tienenl 
Otros que por no tener 
Con oficios no debidos, 

Se mantienen. 

Los estados y riqneza, 

Qne nos dejan a deshora, 

^Quien lo duda ? 

No les pidamos firmeza, 

Porque son de una sefiora 

Que se muda. 
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The canning skill, the cnrions artsf, 

The gloriote strength that jonth k&parta 

In life's first stage^ — =- 
These shall become a heavj weighty 
When Time sWmgs wide Iris oa^ward gate 

To weary age. 

The noble blood of Gothio name^ 
Heroes emblassoned high to fame^ 

In long array, — 
How, in the o&ward coarse of time^ 
The landmarks of that race sublime 

Were swept away I 

Some, the degraded slaves of last, 
Prostrate and trampled in the dust^ 

Shall rise no more; 
Others by guilt and crime maintaiil 
The scutcheon that wlthoat a staiii 

Their fathers bore. 

Wealth and the high estate of pride. 

With what antimely speed they gHde, 

How soon depart! 

Bid not the shadowy phantoms stay, — 

The vassels of a mistress they, 

Of fickle heart. 
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JOBQK XANBIQUE. 

Qae bieBes son de fortona, 
Que reynelye con sn raeda 

Presnrosa, 
La cnal no paed6 ser una^ 
Ni ser estable ni qneda, 

En una cosa. 

Pero digo que acompaf&en, 

Y lleguen hasta la haesa 

Con an duefio; 
For eso no nos engafien, 
Que se va la yida apriesa 

Con sn daefio. 

Y los deleites de aca 
Son en qae nos deleitamos 

Temporales, 

Y los tonnentos de alii, 
Que por ellos esperamos, 

Eternales. 

Los placeres y dulzores 
De esta yida trabajada 

Que tenemos, 
jQue son sino corredores, 

Y la mnerte^es la celada, 

En que caemos ? 
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JORGE MANBIQUE. 

These gifts in Fortune's hands are found; 
Her swift-revolving wheel turns round, 

And they are gone! 
No rest the inconstant goddess knows, 
But changing, and without repose, 

Still hurries on. 

Even could the hand of avarice save 
Its gilded bawbles, till the grave 

Reclaimed its prey, 
Let none on such poor hopes rely: 
Life, like an empty dream, flits by. 

And where are they ? 

Earthly desires and sensual lust 

Are passions springing from the dost, — 

They fade and die; 
But, in the life beyond the tomb. 
They seal the immortal spirit's doom 

Eternally 1 

The pleasures and delights which mask 

In treacherous smiles life's serious task, 

What are they all. 

But the fleet coursers of the chase, — 

And death an ambush in the race. 

Wherein we fall ? 
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No inirando a nnestro dafLo 
Corremos a rienda snelta, 

Sin parar: 
Desqne vemos el engafio, 
Y qneremos dar la vuelta, 

No hay lugar. 

Si faese en nnestro poder 
Tomar la cara hermosa, 

Corporal, 
Como podemos hacer 
El alma tan gloriosa 

Angelical; 

iQae diligencia tan yira, 
Tcm^ramos toda hora, 

Y tan presta, 
En componer la captiva, 
Dejindonos la sefiora 

Descompuesta. 

Estos Reyes poderosos 

Qne vemos por escritnras 

Ya pasadas, 

Con casos tristes llorosos, 

Fneton sns bnenas Venturas, 

Trastomadas. 
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No foe, no daogeroos pas^ we lieed. 
Brook no delaj, «*- bat onward speed, 

With loosened reift; 
And when the fatal snare is near, 
We strive to check our mad career, 

Bnt strive in vain. 

Conld we new charms to age impart, 
And fashion with a cumiing art 

The human face, 
As we can clothe the soul with light, 
And make the glorious spirit bright 

With heavenly grace, 



How busily, each passing hour. 
Should we exert that magic power I 

What ardor show 
To deck the sensual slave of sin, 
Yet leave the freeboru soul within 

In weeds of woe I 

Monarchs, the powerful and the strong. 

Famous in history and in song 

Of olden time, 

Saw, by the stern decrees of fate, 

Their kingdoms lost, and desolate 

Their race swbltew. 
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JORGE If ANRIQUB. 

Asi no hay cosa tan faerte. 
Que a Papas j Emperadores 

Y Prelados, 
Asi los trata la maerte, 
Como a los pobres pastores 

De Gcanados. 

Dejemos d los Trojanos, 
Que BUS males no los yimos 

Ni SOS glorias: 
Dejemos a los Bomanos, 
Annque oimos y leimos 

Sos historias. 

No caremos de saber 
Lo de aqael siglo pasado: 

^Que fa6 de ello ? 
Yengamos i lo de ayer,* 
Qae tambien es oMdado 

Gomo aqneUo. 

^Qa^ se hizo el rey Don Joan, 

Los infantes de Aragon, 

Qae se hicieron ? 

jQne fn6 de tanto galan, 

Que fd^ de tanta inyendon, 

Gomo trajeron ? 
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JOBGE IfAKBIQUB. 

Who is the champion ? who the strong 7 
Pontiff and priest, and sceptred throng ? 

On these shall fall 
As heavily the hand of Death 
As when it stays the shepherd's breath, 

Beside his stalL 

I speak not of the Trojan name, — 
Neither its glory nor its shame 

Has met our eyes; 
Nor of Rome's great and glorious dead, - 
Though we have heard so oft, and read, 

Their histories. 

Little avails it now to. know 
Of ages past so long ago, 

Nor how they rolled; 
Our theme shall be of yesterday, 
Which to oblivion sweeps away, 

Like days of old. 

Where is the king, Don Juan ? where 

Each royal prince and noble heir ' 

Of Aragon ? 

Where are the courtly gallantries ? 

The deeds of love and high emprise, 

In battle done ? 
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Las jostas y los tomoos, 
Paramentc^, bordadoras 

Y dmeras 
Fneron sioo deTaneos, 
^Qae faeron sino Terdoras 

De las eras 7 

jQae se hicieron las damas, 
Sas tocados, sus vestidos, 

Sus olores ? 
iQjie Be hicieron las llamas 
De los fuegoB encendidos 

De amadores ? 

^Que se hize aquel trobar. 
Las miisicas acordadas, 

Qae tafkian ? 
^Qae se hizo aquel danzar, 
Aquellas ropas chapadas, 

Qae traian ? 

Paes el otro su heredero 
Don*Bnrique, iqu^ poderes 

Alcanzaba ? 
lGu4n blando, cuan halagiielio 
El mondo cen bus placerea 

Se le daba ! 



JORGE MAKBIQUE. 

Tourney and joust, that charmed the eye, 
And scarf, and gorgeous panoply, 

And nodding plume, — 
What were they but a pageant scene ? 
What, but the garlands, gay and green, 

That deck the tomb ? 

Where are the high-bom dames, and where 
Their gay attire, and jewelled hair, 

And odors sweet ? 
Where are the gentle knights that came 
To kneel and breathe love's ardent flame, 

Low at their feet ? 

m 

Where is the song of Troubadour ? 
Where are the lute and gay tambour 

They loved of yore ? 
Where is the mazy dance of old, — 
The flowing robes, inwrought with gold, 

The dancers wore ? . 

And he who next the sceptre swayed, 

Henry, whose royal court displayed 

Such power and pride, — 

0, in what winning smiles arrayed. 

The world its yarious pleasures laid 

His throne beside I 
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Mas reria cn&n enemigo, 
Caan contrario, cain cmel 

Se mostr6; 
Habiendole sido amigo 
I Caan poco diiro con ^1 

Lo qne di6l 

Las dddiyas desmedidas, 
Los edificios reales 

Llenos de oro, 
Las bajillas tan febridas, 
Los Henriques j reales 

Del tesoro, 

Los jaeces j caballos 
De sa gente j atavios, 

Tan sobrados, 
jDonde iremos a bnscallos T 
iQ,u6 faeron sino rocios 

De los prados ? 

Pues sa hermano el inocente, 

Qne en sn vida sacesor 

Se Uamoy 

lQ,\x6 corte tan excelente 

Tavo, 7 cnanto gran SefLor, 

Qne lo slgaio f 
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JOBOS ICANIKQUE. 

Bat, O, how fake and fall of gailci 
That world, which wore so soft a dmile 

Bat to betray! 
She, that had been his friead before, 
Now from the fatted mooarch tore 

Her charms' away. 

The cottifrtle^s gifts, —^ the stately walls, 
The royal palaces, and halls 

All filled with gold; 
Plate wit& armorial bearings wrought, 
Chambers with ample treasures fraught 

Of wealth oatold; 

The noble steedsy and harness brigkt. 
And gallant lord, and stslwairt knight, 

In rich arri^y; — 
Where shaU' we seek, them now? Alas I 
Like the brijght dew-Klrops on the gtass, 

They passed away. 

His broth«r, too, whose factioos zeal 

Usarped the seeptre of Castile, 

Unskilled to reign, 

What a gay, brilliant court had he^ 

When all th« flower of chivalry 

Was in his train ! * 
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JORGK lIAKBIQinB. 

Mas como fdese mortal, 
Metiolo la mnerte luego 

Ea sa fragaa. 
{O joicio diyinall 
Coando mas ardia el fdego 

Echaste el agaa. 

Pnes aqael gran Condestable, 
Maestre que conocimos 

Tan priyado, 
No cnmple qae del se hable^ 
Sino solo que lo vimos 

DegoUado. 

Sos infinitos tesoros, 
Sos villas 7 lugares, 

Y sa mandar. 
^Qne le fneron, sino lloros, 
Que fderon, sino pesares 

Al dejar ? 

Pnes los otros dos hermanos 

Maestres tan prosperados 

Como re jes, 

A los grandes y medianos 

Trajeron mnj soji^gados 

A SOS lejes. 
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Bat he was mortftl, and the breath 
That flamed from the hot forge of Death 

Blasted his years; 
Judgment of God I that flame by thee, 
When raging fierce and fearfoUj, 

Was qnenched in tears I 

Spain's haughty Constable, — the true 
And gallant Master, — whom we knew 

Most loved of all, — 
Breathe not a whisper of his pride; 
He on the gloomy scaffold died, — 

Ignoble fall I 

The countless treasures of his care. 
His hamlets green and cities fair, 

His mighty power, — 
What were they all but grief and shame, 
Tears and a broken heart, when came 

The parting hour. 

His other brothers, proud and high, — 

Masters, who, in prosperity, 

Might rival kings, — 

Who made the bravest and the best 

The bondsmen of their high behest. 

Their underlings, 
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Aqaella prosperidad, 
Que tan alta fni snbida 

Y ensalzada, 
^Qa^ fn^ sine claridad. 
Que cnando mas encendida 

Fad amatada ? 

llantos dnqnes excelentes, 
Tantos marqueses y condes 

Y barones 
Como yimos tan potentes 
Di, mnerte, id6 los escondes 

Y traspones T 

Y sns mny claras hazafias, 
Que hicieron en las gaerras 

Y en las paces, 
Cnando til, crnel, te enseflas, 
Con tns fnerzas las aterras 

Y deshaces. 

Las hn^stes innnmerabled, 
Los pendones, estandaftes 

Y banderas, 
Los castillbs impnnableSy 
Los oCinros, j balnartesr 

Y barreras. 



J0B6E HANRIQUE. 

What was their prosperous estate, 
When high exalted and elate 

With power and pride ? 
What, but a transient gteam of light, — 
A flame, which, glaring at its height. 
Grew dim and died ? 

So many a duke of royal name, 
Marquis and count of spotless fame, 

And baron brave, 
That might the sword of empire wield, — 
All these, Death, hast thou concealed 

In the dark gravel 

Their deeds of mercy and of arms, 
In peaceful days, or war's alarms, 

When thou dost show, 
Death, thy stern and angry face, 
One stroke of thy all-powerful mace. 

Can overthrow I 

Unnumbered hosts, that threaten nigh, — 

Pennon and standd.rd flaunting high, 

And flag displayed, — 

High battlements intrenched around. 

Bastion, and moated wall, and mound, 

And palisade, 
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